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THIS GUILT HOW TO END 
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It’s actually easy to save—when you buy Series E 
Savings Bonds through the Payroll Savings Plan. 
Once you've signed up at your pay office, your sav- 
ing is done for you. The Bonds you receive pay 
good interest—3% a year, compounded half-yearly 
when held to maturity. And the longer you hold 
them, the better your return. Even after maturity, 
they go on earning 10 years more. So hold on to your 
Bonds! Join Payroll Savings today—or buy Bonds 
where you bank. 


DIAGNOSIS: 


knife wound in 
the heart 





Un DER THE blazing blue sledge hammer of 
a Chicago heat wave, the cramped, makeshift 
operating room shimmered like an oven, 
reeking of ether and carbolic. Six sweat- 
drenched, frock-coated doctors huddled in 
fascination, watching deft hands reach into 
a human chest and expertly stitch up a 
wound in the redness of a pulsing heart. 

Would he live? The surgeon mopped his 
brow and hoped. The year was 1893; the 
operation, fantastic. 

Live? Yes, he would live for many more 
years, thanks to the skill and courage of Dr. 
Daniel Hale Williams. 

Abandoned as a child, Williams, a Negro, 
had struggled hard for his medical educa- 
tion. Now only 37, he had already founded 
America’s first interracial hospital, 
Provident. And here he had just performed 
the first of the pioneering operations that 
would mark him as one of our country’s 
great surgeons. 

Sensitive and brave, Daniel Hale Williams 
was blessed with an abundance of the same 
urge to help his fellow man that binds and 
strengthens Americans today. 

And it is these strong, unified Americans 
who are our country’s real wealth—the real 
backing behind our nation’s Savings Bonds. 
In fact, they’re the true reason why U. S. 
Savings Bonds are considered one of the 
world’s finest, safest investments. 

For your own security—and for America’s 
—why not invest in Savings Bonds regu 
larly? And hold on to them! 


Safe as America - US. Savings Bonds 


The U.S. Government does not pay for this advertisement. It is donated by this publication in cooperation with the 
Advertising Council and the Magazine Publishers of America. 
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MAKE *15°° A DAY AND MORE! 


n Learn practical nursing at 
home in 12 short weeks 
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_— THIS IS THE HOME STUDY COURSE THAT Will Change Your Whole Life! 
ail Dr YES, YOU CAN BE A PROFESSIONAL NURSE. You can earn the 
‘ : respect of everyone you know by helping those who urgently need 
your help. WHAT OUR GRADUATES SAY: 
Negro, ALL THE REWARDS OF NURSING CAN BE YOURS. You can get out of 
we your present rut and be completely independent. Select the very 
educa: cases you want from the hundreds offered to you . . . work part or 
ounded full time without interfering with your present home or social activi- 
weitel ties . . . work in hospitals, clinics, doctor’s offices, convalescent 
spital, homes, private duty. Specialize as you like .. . infant cases, hos- 
formed pital nursing, or travel with your patient all over the world. 
ns that IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can begin to earn as 
. much as $20.00 a day and you need never worry about being “laid 
yuntry s off.” Never before was there such a crying need for nurses. Today 
300,000 requests remain unfilled. Hospitals, convalescent homes, 
ee and doctors are begging for our graduates. No high school education 
Villiams is required for this complete nursing course. In fact many of our 
he same successful graduates, now earning top professional pay, have never 
even finished grammar school. If you are sincere and love people 
nds and you have all the qualifications. 
DO NOT LET AGE PREVENT YOU from realizing your fondest 
vericans dreams. Students from 16 to 65 have successfully completed this 
doctors’ approved course. 
the rea IN JUST 12 SHORT WEEKS FROM NOW you can be graduated and 
; Bonds. wear with pride your crisp white professional nurses uniform. Fam- 
oe ily and friends will respect your shining silver graduation pin and 
yey your highly prized diploma from the nation’s outstanding profes- 
. of the sional training school. 
STUDY AS SLOW OR AS FAST AS YOU WISH. Some of our students 
— study on and off in their spare time. If you are anxious to begin 
merica s your nursing career, you can complete the course in just 12 weeks. 
ls regu: Or if you have had any previous training, you can graduate in 30 





to 60 days. 


BUT THE IMPORTANT THING IS to get free complete information 
right now. There is no cost or obligation. We will send you, as we 
have thousands of other ambitious women, a FREE sample lesson 
and a FREE nursing booklet. Clip the coupon at the right and mail 
right now. Your FREE material will reach you by return’ mail. 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAIZSCHOOL OF NURSING 
17147 Audi cut ae 5, lil. 


sama 


POST GRADUATE HOSPITAL SCHOOL OF NURSING, 
17L47 Auditorium Bidg., Chicago 5, Il. 


Send me, without obligation, your FREE 16-page sample lesson and 
FREE booklet on High-Paying Opportunities in Nursing. 





ADDRESS. 





CITY. ZONE STATE 
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WHY 


WON'T YOU 
LISTEN? 


You hear it from your friends... you 
read it in the Tampax columns... and 
still you won't accept the advantages 
of Tampax® internal sanitary protection. 
You turn your head away. You stub- 
bornly cling to an outmoded point of 
view. Actually, Tampax was invented by 
a doctor for the benefit of all women. 
Millions use it; millions enthuse about 
it. You're no different from any of them 

listen to their point of view about 
Tampax. 

Women like the comfort of Tampax; 
it can’t even be felt when it’s in place. 
Women like the discreetness of Tampax; 
no bulges, no ridges, no telltale outlines. 
Women like the daintiness of Tampax; 
it's convenient to carry, easy to insert 
and change—and it absolutely prevents 
odor from forming. In every possible 
way—from the fact it can be worn in 
shower or tub to its ease of disposal— 
Tampax is a far nicer way of handling 

those days.” Listen. Consider. And 
you'll want to try Tampax. 

That's all ic takes—just a try. Choose 
from Regular, Super or Junior absorb- 
encies wherever drug products are sold. 
Give Tampax a chance! Tampax Incor- 
porated, Palmer, Mass. 


Invented by a doctor— 
now used by millions of women 
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Style No. 810 — PLEATED PRINCESS. 
One wonderful line from casual 
>neckline to surprise show of pleats 
and unexpected bow for fashion 
news: Crisp rayon menswear button- 
front, in grey, navy, turquoise, 


Style No. 662—SHAPE MAKER. One 
long line of rayon and acetate that 
molds and clings. Flashing gold 
braid highlights mandarin neck... 
deep slashing side slits. Champagne, 
mauve pink, powder blue. 


brown. 


Style No. 8681 — TWO PART PLAN for every 
occasion. A gently tailored suit in rich-tailored 
rayon and acetate verdero. The jacket, curved 
to a whittled waist. The skirt, a whirl of un- 
pressed pleats. In gold, turquoise, powder blue 
or aqua. 


Style No. 8682—DREAM OF A DUSTER to wear 
over everything you own. Front view: push-up 
sleeves, a face-flattering collar, Back interest: 
the flair of a young bow, a luxurious pleat in 
gold, turquoise, powder blue or aqua. 
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7” Skylark Originals ~~. 
DEPT, 71-04 , Asbury Park, N. J. ‘ 
O PREPAID ORDER: | enclose price of gar 
ment plus 3c to cover postage and handling \ 
I save over 7Sc in C.O.D. fees. 
O C.O.D. ORDER: | will pay postman amount 
plus postage. C.O.D. and handling fees \ 
I may return garment in 10 days if not satishied | 
Style No. | Size [ 1s Color Choice [ 2nd Color Choice 
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! would like to receive letters from boys and 
girls in the United States and foreign coun- 
tries, between the ages of 16-20. I am 5'6” 
tall, weight 131 Ibs. I speak English and 
“panish. 

Evie Delores McCree 
917 Popular Ave. 
Hubbard. Ohio 


! wish to correspond with a girl or a widow 
who desires to keep up a correspondence and 
later on marriage. | am Spaniard, 40 years 
old, single, no religious problems. I like home. 


! have no bad habits. 
B. Hernando 
Dr. Luis P. Lenguas 1456 
Montevideo, Uruguay, S. A. 


! would like to start a correspondence with 

a young, congenial colored man. Here in Ger- 

many | do not have an opportunity to get ac- 

quainted with a dark pen pal. I am 17 years 

old. good looking. 5’6” tall. and have brown 

eyes and dark hair. Everything else I would 

write him personally. He should, first of all, 

have a good character and a good education. 

[his is more important than anything else. 

it would be nice if the pen pal would know 
1 litthke German besides English. 

Waltraud Kaesbach 

Solingen-Oligs 

Marst St. 6. 

Germany 


| am interested in meeting and writing new 

friends throughout the world. I am 52 years of 

age, 411” tall, weight 123 lbs., brown complex- 
ion. brown eyes. I will answer all letters. 

Grace Daniels 

751 Atcheson St. 

Columbus 3, Ohio 


I’m handicapped and spend almost all my 
time indoors. I would like to hear from men 
between the ages of 24-30 and also from those 
in veteran hospitals. I’m 23, like to read, type, 
sew. cook and write. 

Magnolia Sinclair 
310 Avondale Road 
Portsmouth, Va. 


| would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal Club. I am interested in correspond- 
ing with young people all over the world be- 


tween the ages of 15-20 
Eula Studdard 
1329-15th St. S.W. 
Birmingham 11, Alla. 


|! would appreciate it very much if you 
would enter my name in your Pen Pal col- 
umns. | am very interested in meeting and/or 
orresponding with Negro girls from 16-27 
years of age. I am a Caucasian. 23 years 
old, single. a vet, and attending college. ma- 
joring in social psychology, which as many 
people know, deals with eliminating prejudice 
and also with propaganda. | am very cosmo- 
politan and would particularly enjoy writing 
an intelligent, reasonably good looking, ma- 
ture, pleasant girl who can enjoy both the 
serious and recreational sides of life. I will 
xchange photos and shall faithfully answer 


( 





PEN PALS 


(This page is reserved for all TAN readers who wish to make 
new friends, in the United States and elsewhere. 





Keep the 


letters coming—the more the merrier!) 


all letters from people who, like myself, view 

us all as equal creatures under God and wish 

to further full understanding. | enjoy swim- 

ming, camping, the stage theater, movies, trav- 
el, hiking and hunting. 

Lester A. Dilkey 

325-54th St. 

San Diego 11. Calif 


| am the only Negro in my company, and 

| really get lonely for my people. I don’t 

have many friends in the States. I have no 

one to write to except my wife. and one 

other close friend. I do hope you will publish 

this letter. Mail is very important to a service- 

man. Mail means everything to us. There is 
nothing like a letter from the States. 

Sgt. Henry E. Corey 1323451 

A Co., 1st Bn., 9 Marine 

3rd Marine Div., F.M.F. 

c/ FPO 


San Francisco, Calif 


I am desirous of having pen pals from any 
part of the U. S. between the ages of 19-30. 
My hobbies are singing, dancing, reading. 
movies, and horse racing. 

Cynthia Garrett 
Chelsea Road 
St. Michael 
Barbados 


! am a colored soldier 29 years old, now 
serving in the Caribbean area, I would be de- 
lighted ‘to have some pen friends, between 
the ages of 22-35. Will answer all letters. 

W. I. 1585 McKenzie V.A. 
Hdars., Coy. Jca. Regt. 
Palisadoes Camp 
Kingston, Jamaica 

B.W.I. 


I am interested in finding honest, true and 
sincere friends that I could correspond with 
through mail. They can be male and female 
between the ages of 38-58. And I desire true 
love and companionship from a Christian- 
hearted religious man who knows how to treat 
a good woman. I am 40 years old and divorced 
from my husband. I will. answer all letters 
promptly. 

Mrs. Alice Douglas 
233 Kinnard Ave. 
Dayton, Ohio 


l am a Japanese boy, aged 19. My hobbies 
are reading, baseball, collecting jazz records 
(especially New Orleans Jazz). | am eager for 
knowledge of the people of the United States. 
especially Negro. 1 am very anxious to cor- 
tespond with American youths and | should 
like to exchange Japanese jazz and folk musi 
records for American jazz records 

Hiroshi Kanzaki 
107 Nakadori-cho 
Suginami-ku 
Tokyo, Japan 


My pals and | are constant readers of TAN 
although we are in Korea. We manage to get 
all the issues. We would like to correspond 
with young ladies between the ages of 17-22 


All letters will be answered and photos ex. 


changed 
Pfc. Claude W. McBeth, RA 14406982 
Pfc. Robert Darby. RA 17935376 
Pfc. Charles M. Williams. RA 1454373 
H/S Co. 6th Tk. Bu 
A.P.O. #24 % P.M. 
San Francisco. Calit 


Will you be so kind as to help me in making 
Pen friends in Alaska, Hawaii, Puerto Rico. 
the Virgin Islands, Canada and the United 
States of America? I am 23 years of age and 
would like to hear from either sex, of any 
age. My interests are: world-wide correspond. 
enee, political science, exchanging of books, 
newspapers and magazines. | promise to an- 


swer every letter 
S. Darbe Elliot: 
Medical Laboratory Technologist 
Grand Bassa Hospital! 


Bassa, Liberia 


! would like to become a member of your 
Pen Pal Club. | have been reading TAN a 
long time now and it has become a part of 
my everyday living. | am a Negro serviceman 
and it gets very lonesome. I’m 24, 6’ tall, 140 
lbs., brown complexion, brown eyes, black 
hair. I like all kinds of sports and music, 
enjoy reading and also like to attend church. 
I would like to correspond with girls from 18 
to 34. Nationality doesn’t matter. I will an- 
swer all the letters and will exchange photos. 

SP’ 3D. Alvin Turner 
N621744016 

6021st SU 

Overseas Repl. Sta. 
Ft. Lewis, Wash. 


Through the kindness of friends in the 
United States, we often receive copies of your 
magazine. Being a colored girl married to a 
German and planning to come to America to 
live, your columns have always been of special 
interest to us. We wonder if you could assist 
us in finding young couples (European-Negro) 
who would like to write to us in order to 
exchange experiences and discuss common in- 
terests—art, classical music and _ literature. 
photography, foreign travel, walking and hik- 
ing. We are particularly interested in those 
living in the New York and New Jersey areas, 
thus having an opportunity of extending pen 
friendship later on into personal friendship. 
Needless to say letters from anyone, Negro o 
white, on the above mentioned hobbies would 


be very welcome. 
Mrs. L. Bubenzer 
12 The Avenue 
London, N.W. 6, England 


| am a lonesome Marine and would like 

hear from young people between the ages 0! 

17 and 20. I am 19 years old. 5’ 10%". 

weight 169 lbs. I like boxing, dancing. swin- 

ming and other activities. Please publish my 
name as soon as possible. 

P.F.C. Roy L. Lawson 1559356 

A-T Co. 3rd Mar. (ReinF! 

3rd Ma. (ReinF) (Rear) F.MF. 

% ¥F.P.O.. San Francisco. Calif. 
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“Saturday's no 
fun anymore” 


T sure used to be, though. Up early — even 
before the sun hit the window sill. 
Then tip-toe into Dad’s room to wake him up. 
Sometimes it isn’t easy. 


He’s up now. Careful not to wake Mom. Now 
you're dressed and in the kitchen where you 
and Dad whip up a swell breakfast together. 
Doesn’t the coffee smell good? And the bacon 
frying .. . the hot rolls. A real man’s breakfast. 


“What’ll it be today, Tommy?”, Dad asks. 
“‘Want to toss a ball around? How about 

a ride out to Blue Lake? Bet the trout are 
jumping. You call the shots, son. It’s your day.” 


That’s the way it was. The way you thought 
it would always be. You’re not supposed to 
cry because you're a big guy now. But when 
you ask “why” no one knows how to answer 
you. What’s cancer anyway? Why did it 
take Dad away? 


For little lads like Tommy—with fun in their 
hearts and a glove in their hands—cancer 
deals a cruel blow. Today, because of cancer, 
there are more than 160,000 children who 
have to learn to live without a father. 


Yet there is hope. Hope for a final, certain 
cure for cancer. The men and women in our 
research laboratories are working night and 
day toward this end. But they need your 
help. Badly. 


There has never been enough money to carry 
on all the research that needs to be done. 
Can you afford to remain indifferent to this 
enemy that strikes 1 out of every 4 Americans? 


We need your support. Give generously. 


AMERICAN CANCER SOCIETY 


GENTLEMEN: I want to help conquer Cancer. 

0 Please send me free information about Cancer. 

© Enclosed is my contribution of $_______ to 
the Cancer Crusade. 


NAME 





ADDRESS 





@® CITY ZONE STATE 
MAIL TO: Cancer, c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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Whon cver-oiliness dingo 


TEEN-AGE SKIN TROUBLES 


lit NADINOLA hol | 


Doctors say there are twice as many tiny oil 
glands in the face as in any other part of the 
body. And they aggravate teen age complexion 
troubles, like big pores, blackheads and other 
externally caused blemishes. Not to mention 
that greasy, shiny look that is so unpleasant. 

Don’t let the embarrassment of these common complexion faults 
make you miss out on dates and parties. You can do something about 
them and it’s easy! Just use Nadinola Deluxe Bleaching Cream 
daily to reduce over-oiliness. Nadinola Deluxe is greaseless, anti- 
septic and gently astringent. It contains a famous complexion clear- 
ing ingredient that is amazingly effective—works quickly to make 
your skin look clearer, smoother—and several shades lighter, too. 

Get Nadinola Deluxe Bleaching Cream and use according to 
directions. You’ll be delighted with its wonderful results. Nadinola 
Deluxe is positively guaranteed to improve your complexion or 
your money back! Nadinola, Paris, Tenn. 





Full treatment 
size jar 


75¢ 
Family size jar 


$1.25 


NADINOLA 


DE LUXE BLEACHING CREAM 
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Japanese Women 


We are three airmen who have been sta- 
tioned here in Japan since 1955 and we feel 
we know a little about this country. From 
what we've seen, the Japanese women 
described in the article, “Do Japanese Women 
Make Better Wives?” are few and far between. 
But even if they were all like that we wouldn't 
want them as a wife because we don’t want 
slaves. We want partners in this life! 

A/lc Al Zosh 

A/2c Jim Lambert 
A/2c LaVerne Ganemir 
APO 


San Francisco. Calif. 


In your recent issue I read “Do Japanese 
Women Make Better Wives?” An American 
army man states: “My Japanese wife greets 
me at day’s end on bended knees, prepares 
and gives me a bath.” At that rate, naturally 
he would prefer a Japanese lady to an Ameri- 
can lady but it seems to me she is not being 
a wife. She is more or less a timid slave or 
a servant to him. Also, in reading the article 
one would think that men do not have prob- 
lems. It is just as important for a man to be 
happily married and have a nice little home 
as it is for a woman. So why not make a 
list of DO’s for the Tan Brothers in order to 
make marriage a success? Marriage is a 


two-sided affair. 
Mrs. Lee Fremming 
N. Medford, Mass. 


Think Piece 


| am a constant reader of your cool mag 
TAN and have just completed the story “My 
Soul For Sale.” It was a great story. | think 
it will make all teen-agers and even adults 
who read this story stop and think. Keep up 
the good work. 
Josephine Cambridge 
Lakeville, Conn. 


The Most 


1 wish to congratulate you on the wenderful 
book TAN. I’ve just finished reading a re 
cent issue and especially enjoyed “I Didn't 
Know About Girls.” It is with the greatest 
pleasure that I also congratulate you on this 
story. It is the most indeed. 
Claude Rice 

A.P.O. 


San Francisco, Calif. 
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By Margo Hughes 


OLLYWOOD MOVIE PRODUCERS ARE IN 

a huddle over the filming of Billie Holiday’s life 
story, Lady Sings The Blues, but Lady Day has made it 
clear she will agree only if Dorothy Dandridge is signed 
to play the role. Billie, of course, will do her own 


singing. 


NAT KING COLE WILL SING NARY A NOTE 
in his next movie China Gate. He plays a French For- 
eign Legion soldier fighting in Indo China. And when 
the shooting is over, Nat plans to relax via a trip around 
the world with wife Maria and kids. 


SMOOTH CALYPSO SINGER HARRY BELA- 


fonte is singing in four languages on his latest LP An 
Evening With Belafonte. 


IN THE ROCK ’N ROLL DEPARTMENT, 19- 
year old Little Willie John is really living it up these 
days. He takes off for a tour of the Orient real soon, 
dragging along his champagne Cadillac and his white 
Thunderbird. 


PETITE, SULTRY SONGSTRESS EARTHA 
Kitt holds some sort of record with the airlines—in the 
weight department, that is. Toted along 500 pounds of 
excess baggage on her last trip to Vegas. 


SINGER ROY HAMILTON, WHOSE CAREER 
was halted due to serious illness, is recuperating in the 
Florida sunshine. His doctors have forbidden him to 
sing but ’tis known that the youngsters around him 
have very little trouble persuading the gent with the 
magic voice to make with a song ever so often. 


IF YOU SHOULD HAPPEN TO TELEPHONE 
the Count of Basie at his Long Island home and a voice 
answers “Grand Central Station,” don’t be alarmed. 
It’s a joke. Catherine surprised the Count by having 
$1,200 worth of Lionel Trains installed smack dab in 
the middle of his basement bar. 


A NOTED AUTHOR HAS BEEN COMMIS.- 
sioned to prepare The Fighting Days of Joe Louis for 
TV’s Omnibus, the award-winning series which sub- 
jects include history, science, music, art, medicine, etc.. 


(Continued on Page 66) 


efc., etc. 
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= 662 SAINTLY SINNER 
Saintly sittle cotton checked 
sheath has positively sinful 
allure from bare-shoulder top 
to can-can skirt with five 
flirty flounces. Fits so it's 
held up by your curves alone 
—making tiny shoe string 
straps neediess, but tantal 
wing. Jet Black, iced Pink. 
tome. Sizes 10 to 18. $16.98 
222146 same dress in Taf 
feta. Black, Violet. Emeraid 
Green Sizes 10 to 18. $16.98 


=2230 MAGIC TOUCH 

Siig — this slinky sheath, 
enjoy magic touch of 
nd flattering allure! Fabu- 
lous 2-tone styling creates ut 
exciting siimness with 
light front panel enciosed by 
sides and back that liter. 
ally eat up the inches! Italiae 
cowl neck and deep V back 
Exquisite rayon and acetate 
crepe. Brown and Gold. Black 

and White. Sizes 10 to 18 

$ 








2661 HUG LOVE 

Sensational new trumpet sheath 

a hugs = every curve 
‘owl to impu- 

cont conn shart with its 

own net lining for permanent 

flare. A rayon-linen po ed 
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“At last 
a make-up base 


that can’t cause 
blackheads” 


‘“‘My make-up problems 
are over now that I use 
Black and White Vanish- 
ing Cream as a make-up 
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POETRY 


Unworthy Opponent 
She doesn’t have my looks at all 
She doesn’t have my charms 
She couldn’t feel as soft as | 
Nestled in your arms 


She doesn’t have the love for you 
That I had from the start 
She doesn’t have your face, as |. 


Wn Yes, Black and White 
Vanishing Cream is the 
choice of beauty-wise 
women everywhere! Let it 










base. It’s greaseless and 
actually checks skin oili- 
ness, can’t cause black- 
heads. And it keeps make- 


Engraved upon her heart 






up looking fresh for hours 
and hours.” 

Laura V. Phillips 
Baltimore, Md. 


beautify your complexion. 
Greaseless (can’t cause 
blackheads), checks skin 
oiliness. Make-up looks 
fresher, skin feels softer! 





Remove make-up with Black and White 
Cleansing Cream. Soften skin with Black 
and White Cold Cream. 35¢ each. 


BLACK 4x0 WHITE 


VANISHING CREAM 





For a creamy, non-drying lipstick 
thot stays on and on, always look 
for the name Black and White. 

























DISCOVER THE SECRET 
OF A PERFECT FIGURE 


discover front zipper 


4’n1 Shape-0-Lette 





At last you can have the perfect 
figure you’ve always longed for. Yes, 
one garment Shape-O-Lette gives 
you: a beautiful uplift, an alluring 
decollete and a really tiny waist. 
Gone forever are unwanted bulges 
and rolls of fat. Yet you never have a 
moment’s discomfort. The convenient 
full-length front zipper makes 
Shape-O-Lette easy to get into. 
Lastex action-back for firm support. 
And imagine Shape-O-Lette costs 
only 5.95, the price of a longline bra 
alone. Removable, adjustable straps. 
For proper fit, state bust size. 


WILCO FASHIONS, Dept. TF91-G 
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To list the things she doesn’t have 
Would fill a book or two 


But obviously she has one thing 





Rockville Centre, N. Y. 

send SHAPE-O-LETTE C.O.D. 

O) I'll pay $5.95 plus postage 

[) I enclose $5.95, you pay postage 

color__2nd choice. 
nylon 1) rayon satin Fj 

name (print) 


size 











address (print) 





city zone. state 
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A cup, 32-38 B cup, 
SEND NO MONEY —10 DAY FREE TRIAL 





WHITE PINK BLUE BLACK 


3440 C cup, 34-42 








And that, I fear, is you Less 
—J. K. Hart | Whe 
Or g 
Unee 
Will 
Midnight Notes Or el 
Little things Gale 
Still make me cry— Leph 
Rain smoked driftings Pmt 
Cross the sky. And 
Dancers stepping 
Star to star. 
Wrappings from 
A candy bar. 
Moonlight warm | 
As golden clover. 
Half way round, | 
And half way over . . . , 
For (like the spot 
On Bluebeard’s key) ; 
My heart still clings 
To your memory. 
—Gladys Martin 
\ 
The Wine Of Love 
Friendship is a sweetness, ripened like 
wine 
Mellowed and aged to perfection 
But love is the cognac of life’s grand 
design le 
Which gives a soul its direction. The 
Ik 
Intoxicating desires, wild and free 
I taste in your champagne kiss le 
So sip from the cup of love with me Alt 
And we'll toast to a life of bliss. In 
—Elizabeth Evans 
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Proud Victor 
Patience didn’t bring me you— 
Aggressively I had to woo. 
Shyness only earned contempt— 
Kisses rewarded bold attempt. 
Hesitation wasted time— 
Alacrity I found no crime. 
Qualifying for your love 
Gave my ego a mighty shove. 

—F. B. Williams 


Decision 
Less and less do I seem to know 
When you are suddenly a storm, 
Or golden hush of serene eventide. 
Uncertain am I if your love 
Will be unexpected as high tide, 
Or chill as late February snow. 
Gale-tossed, heat-pressed, 
lephyr-touched and cut with hail, 
I'm turning you over to the weatherman 
And looking elsewhere for love. 

—Bill Smallwood 


Last Date 
I used my favorite perfume, 
And wore a brand-new dress; 
I'd paid a lot more for it 
Than I should have, I confess. 
My velvet shoes and matching bag 
Were fashion’s latest note, 
And going without lunches helped 
To finance my fur coat. 
My visions saw us at the Club, 
But are my feelings hurt, 
You showed up wearing dungarees 
And fancy, checkered shirt! 
—Mildred Spahr Cuozzo 


Love Undying 
I can’t forget, I never will, 
Though other lips my own may thrill, 
I love you still. 


I can’t forget you, I never could, 
Although I know I really should, 
I never would. 

—Evelyn Wooden 











it’s All-in-One! now works s-wars FAST 


For Easier Skin Beauty 





Makes Skin Look Younger 





saseetoos Me 

Makes Skin Lighter Clears Ugly Pimpies*® 
Too dark weathered skin fades away *Externally caused pi les bad aw: s rich in skin beautifyt lan- 
.. “quickly the complexion gets faster when treated with Dr FRED  Super- eutitying ine 
lighter “and fi nter. Dr. FRED Pal- Palmer's Skin Whitener. Freen age olin, Dr. PRED Palmer's Skin Whit- 
mer’s Skin ener bleaches skin. girls who are embarrassed by ener counteracts dry skin. Special 
Use 30 days. Be delighted or money pimples of youth should s' this doctor-chosen tage neneee make skin 
back. ew easy way tonight! fresher, smoother, unger looking. 


Get Dr. FRED Palmer's Skin Whitener 
. . « and stop worrying about your skin! 


Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whitener is the ONE cream that’s SO 
VERY good for so many common skin faults. It’s a doctor's 
formula, medicated, all-in-one. The minute you spread it on, it 
starts lightening and brightening your skin . . . starts a gen- 
tle clearing action . . . starts making skin younger looking. 
Your skin takes on new brightness, becomes fresher, softer, 
smoother, clearer. Make up goes on better and looks more 
natural. You need only one cream for ali these fast skin beau- 
tifying results. Get medicated Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin White- 
ner... today. 


Works ... While You Sleep 
SO EASY TO USE 


Full easy to follow directions come 
with Dr. FRED Palmer’s Skin Whit- 
ener. Just spread it on at night. . . 
then go to bed. It works its skin 
beautifying marvels while you sleep! 


GALENOL denn Box 264, Atlanta 1, Ga. 





at awe stores and cosmetic 
now only 30¢ 
(large ‘opal jar 60¢ 











Cleans gently but 4 ghly 
clean skin is the first to a “cag Ba 
piexion. Get Dr, FRED Pa mere” sein tight 
Soap Today. 




















PURE GENIUS. The slim-shaped 
sheath with a daring decolletage. 
Important accent, the dramatic 
cover-up stole with just one sleeve. 
Cool linen-like rayon in pink, lilac 
or powder blue. 
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In spring, a young woman’s fancy—like a young man’s— 


often turns to thoughts of love. And if it’s a new love she has on her mind, she 
might have to get rid of an old one. If you’re such a girl with 


such a problem, here’s advice on what to do about it. 





How 10 End A... 


12 














[% THE SPRING, a woman usually 

feels the urge to shop for something 
new. It may be a hat, a dress or even a 
man. Fancy frills are a wonderful 
morale-builder but sometimes a new man 
can do a lot more. Unfortunately, this 
“off with the old, on with the new” rou- 
tine is not as easy as it sounds. 

Remember that spurned love is a hard 
blow to the average man’s pride. Be- 
sides, men are notorious creatures of 
habit. Some fellows, trapped into a 
steady relationship, hate to change their 
ways. After becoming used to you and 
your ways, he’s not likely to welcome a 
change, especially since it isn’t his idea! 

The secret of successfully ending a love 
affair lies in the method. If possible (in 
the best interest of your future dating 
life and his) , it is best to have a peaceful 
parting of the ways. It can’t be done? It 
depends on you! 

The first rule is know your man. Be- 
fore deciding how to plan to break the 
news, it is wise to analyze the situation. 
Ishe the type to nurse a grudge? (If you 
really can’t stand him, then it obviously 
doesn’t matter!) Consider his friends. 
If you dropped him, would they drop 
you? And last but not least, which ap- 
proach should be used to get him off the 
hook? 

There are two ways to end a love af- 
fair. One is the direct approach, the 
other is subtle. Obviously, the direct 
approach is quicker but unless you're 
careful, it can be brutal. This campaign 
should never be used on the sensitive 
type, especially if you want to keep his 
friendship. For the thicker-skinned male, 
the direct approach sounds something 
like this: 

“Joe, we just don’t seem to get along 
anymore. I think you need a girl who 
understands you better.” Just don’t be 
around when he says accusingly: “I 
thought you understood me!” This 












































straightforward “I-don’t-understand- 
you” line is more effective if you shrug 
your shoulders and shake your head in 
disbelief. A man hates to be fooled and 
this will certainly show him that he’s 
been a victim! 

A pretty young thing named Carol, 
unhappy in love, was on the verge of a 
nervous breakdown. How could she tell 
Bob that she no longer cared without 
hurting his feelings? Then she remem- 
bered his pet peeve: sloppy clothes hab- 
its. Equipped with a pair of sturdy (and 
low-heeled) brown oxfords, several too- 
tight skirts with sagging hemlines and 
ten very chipped fingernails, Carol began 
a full scale campaign to prove that she 
didn’t care. After several public show- 
ings looking like a walking rag mop, Bob 
stopped calling and caring. They still 
speak of course, but Bob is happy with 
a new love, who, incidentally, happens to 
look like a model. And Carol couldn’t 
be happier! 

This is a little extreme but it certainly 
works. Another good “actions-speak- 
louder-than-words” technique may be 
found in multiple dating. A series of 
dates with several of his good friends 
(even they must be bribed) will help 
your cause along. This is easier if you 
are a popular female, if not, then invent 
some dates. All it takes is a little imagi- 
nation. 

Also, make it a point not to be around 
when he telephones or comes to call. If 
necessary, you might have to be frank. 
This is the last resort of the direct ap- 
proach since it is not usually the best 
way to insure his friendship. This frank- 
ness may be shown in several ways. 


' Nagging is a good start. Make a mental 


list of all his faults which irritate you. 
Wait until he’s surrounded by friends, 
then begin to tear him apart (fault by 
fault) in a loud voice. He might hate 
you indefinitely, but . . . be truthful now 





LOVE AFFAIR 


. - wouldn’t it be worth it? 

If he’s the conservative type, the direct 
approach might find you wearing a dar- 
ing plunging neckline, breaking out into 
song in public (this is more effective if 
you can’t sing), or knocking several 
drinks into his lap. If all else fails, then 
just tell him that you're tired of the 
relationship. Surprisingly enough, he 
might want out too! 

Janie and Paul had a knock-down, 
drag-out discussion which demonstrates 
that sometimes the direct approach is 
really the best one. Paul, although he 
claimed he loved Janie, was extremely 
critical of everything she did. His “love” 
took the form of gaudy orchid corsages, 
exotic dinners and expensive gifts; ev- 
erything but love itself. Paul was basi- 
cally insecure and Janie knew it. Now 
she wanted out, as quietly and quickly as 
possible. There was a great deal of mu- 
tual respect between the two and Janie 
wanted to keep it that way. Instead of 
name-calling, they sat down and Janie 
confessed she no longer cared. And as 
coincidence would have it, Paul also had 
lost interest but was keeping up the pre- 
tense for her sake. The result: Paul was 
best man at Janie’s wedding last June! 

The subtle approach works best with 
the sweet boyfriend who is shy and lacks 
self-confidence. No self-respecting gal 
would use the direct method on a good 
Joe who’s only sin is loving the wrong 
woman. Why not help him, instead of 
hurting him? Introduce him to your 
eligible girlfriends. If necessary, throw 
a big party and make sure he is sur- 
rounded by glamorous females. If this 
doesn’t work, then you can accuse him 
of two-timing you. (After the party, you 
might even have an excuse!) Another 
good alibi may be found at home (or at 
work). Blame your lack of love-interest 

on home responsibilities (an aging 
grandmother), (Continued on Page 66) 











You, too, can enjoy the thrill of 
being admired for your lovely com- 
plexion. Start today using famous 
Black and White Bleaching Cream 
and watch your dull, dark, drab 
looking skin take on a new lighter, 
brighter, softer, smoother look. Its 
bleaching action works effectively 
inside your skin. Modern science 
knows of no faster way of lighten- 
ing skin. Start using this complexion 
aid today! 
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Get Black 
and White 
Bleaching 
Cream 
at all drug 
counters 
43¢, 65¢ 












BLACK = WHITE 
BLEACHING CREAM 
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A PRIL SHOWERS bring May flowers 

but they also offer a party idea as 
welcome as spring itself. Bridal and baby 
shower parties, once popular only in the 
West, are now a favorite of busy host- 
esses throughout the nation. If you have 
a friend who deserves special “best 
wishes,” why not plan to give her a 
shower ? 

First, consult the social schedule of 
your guest of honor since this determines 
the time of the shower. A convenient 
time arrangement for both hostess and 
honoree is necessary, of course. The 
guest of honor may also decide the kind 
of shower she prefers, based on her trous- 
seau or future housekeeping needs. The 
unlimited gift selection provides a variety 
of showers, including kitchen (gifts may 
range from a potholder to a pop-up 
toaster), linen, personal (a little like 
Christmas all over again). or miscel- 
laneous (a combination of all the 
others}. 

Baby showers are given for the ex- 
pectant mother but may include gifts for 
both mother and child. Cologne, dusting 
powder or even a pretty bed jacket make 
wonderful gifts for a mother-to-be and 
for baby, the sky is the limit for present 
possibilities. Whatever the shower occa- 
sion. the gift need never be expensive 
since it’s the thought that counts! 

As a hostess, your duties are surpris- 
ingly simple, especially after the time and 
kind of shower is decided. Shower en- 
tertainment is pleasantly informal and 
relaxed since only mutual and close 
women friends of the honoree are in- 
vited. For this reason, there is rarely a 
need to “break the ice” as far as conver- 
sation is concerned. Indeed, this conver- 
sational chatter (no gossip, please) is 
one reason why everyone has so much 
fun. 

Perhaps the guest of honor may ask 





that a relative or friend who is unknown 
to the rest of the group be invited. 
Granting this request graciously and 
without question is the duty of a good 
hostess. Often, the honoree mav offer her 
own guest list which is checked for dupli- 
cations against that of the hostess. But 
the invitations. whether written or tele- 
phoned, are your responsibility. Includ 
the usual party information: name of th: 
guest of honor, your name and address. 
the kind of shower. time and date. Ask 
for a reply so you can plan an appropri- 
ate menu. 

Where will you entertain your guests’ 
Your own home is best, of course. but if 
the group is too large, then a church 
basement or other public facilities may 
be used. In making up the guest list. re- 
member your space limitations. Another 
solution (except for the city apartment 
dweller) is a sunny backyard equipped 
with balmy breezes, blue skies and plenty 
of lawn furniture. 

Gifts are usually opened first. passed 
around for group inspection (and ad- 
miration). then it’s time to serve refresh- 
ments. A buffet luncheon or simple des- 
sert and coffee? The length of the guest 
lists. and your budget. will decide the 
menu possibilities. Also, a good hostess 
with a flair for decorating may display 
the bride’s colors in both party invita- 
tions and decorations. 

Don’t let the shower drag. A strenuous 
program of involved party games are un- 
necessary. Several rounds of bridge or 
a few well-chosen shower games may be 
played as a “mixer” before the gifts are 
opened. If card games are plaved. it is 
always acceptable to give inexpensive 
prizes to the winners. Shower-entertain- 
ing. both fun and simple. will make you 
remembered as a gracious hostess. Be- 
sides. it is the sunniest, friendliest wa\ 
possible to compliment a friend! 
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By 


James Goodrich 


WIGHT MITCHELL and WILLIE 
RUFF. who make up the instru- 
Mitchell-Ruff 


pressed critics as the “newest and fresh- 


mental Duo. have im- 
est” combination in popular music ever 
since they recorded a recent LP album 
for Epic. With Mitchell on piano and 
Ruff on bass and French horn. the album 
introduced to the record public two 
young classical-trained musicians plav- 
ing brilliantly original conceptions of 12 
pop favorites ( Lucien, My One And Only 
Love. Yesterdays, 1{ | Love Again. This 
Can't Be Love. lt Might As Well Be 
Spring, You're A Sweetheart. Ill Wind. 
Come Sunday, Moonlight In Vermont. 
A Foggy Day and Don’t Worry ’Bout 
Me.) Each offering is made to sparkle 
anew by the smooth performing duo 
that now has experts talking in superla- 
tives about its polish and gloss. 

Mitchell-Ruff's programming in the 
Epic package is predominantly experi- 
mental. 
opus. is a straight-forward conventional 
form emploved by the duo. Every other 
slection in the collection has the pair 
executing inventive music. 

Basing their arrangements on solid 
classics. Mitchell and Ruff lend an attrac- 


Only on Lucien, a light jazz 





ae : 4 
eg pts 


tive twist to the pop tunes they play. 
They play the works of old masters more 
interestingly and thoroughly than any 
other popular group performing today. 
As one sharp observer notes: “Mitchell 
and Ruff have gone beyond the Milhaud- 
Schonberg-Bartok syndrome and found 
enlivening inspiration in Bach, Scarlatti 
and Beethoven as well.” 

Although Mitchell & Ruff go strong 
for classics. they never get too high- 
brow in their playing. Their offerings 
always bear the basic jazz features that 
appeal to popular music fans. 

Mitchell-Ruff's music-making can be 
described as a union of jazz and serious 
music plaved without great emphasis on 
the beat. Max Roach. the progressive- 
stvled drummer. called it “a unique way 
of doing things that is expressive.” 

Listening to the duo. the ear may 
discern at least one special pattern in 
the playing. Mitchell usually leads into 
a tune from a run cn the keyboard. Ruff 
joining him after the opening statement 
to make a duet of horn and piano or 
bass and piano. An example is /Il Wind. 
From Mitchell’s impressionistic intro, 
the duo strikes off into an evenly moving 
(Continued on Page 59) 


It’s wonderful 
the way 
Chewing-Gum 
Laxative 
acts chiefly to 


REMOVE WASTE 
-NoT GOOD FOOD 


Here’s a secret millions have discovered abou: 
FEEN-A-MINT, the wonderfully different chev - 
ing-gum laxative 

FEEN-A-MINT is different because you chev 
it. It’s different, too, because it removes most}, 
waste—not good food! FEEN-A-MINT does no! 
work in the stomach, where your food is bein; 
digested. That's why it does not take awa‘ 
a lot of the good food you need for energ: 

Doctors know that FEEN-A-MINT Works chiefi\ 
in the lower bowel...removes mostly wast 
not good food 

So to feel like a million. do as millions a 
Chew delicious FEEN-A-MINT...and fee) ful. 
of life and energy! Get FEEN-A-MINT toda\ 
16 tablets. 35¢—also small and economy size: 


ff Feenamint # 
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FOR ENTERTAINMENT ONLY 
SPECIAL DICE -GUARANTEED QUALITY 
MISSOUTS, Fast working Flats . 
PASSERS, Stronger Than Ever . 
TOPS & BOTTOMS, Even Points . 
TOPS, All Points (4 to 11) ... 
DOOR POPS, 7 or 11 Every Roll 
FAIR DICE TO MATCH ..... 
FULL SET, Six Above Pairs, $5.00 
Order now. $1 deposit required, Balance C.O.0 
or enclose cash and we pay the postage 
Send for FREE — New, Handy POCKET BLUE BOOK 


NATIONAL GAME SUPPLY 
P.0. BOX 354 + NEWPORT BEACH, CALIFORNIA 


THE CHEWING-GUM LAXATIVE 













“My Hair Looks Longer!” 


“At last—I have the glamourous, longer- 
looking hair I’ve always wanted! With thx 
ultimate in new hair preparations—Long- 
Aid with K-7! Use Long-Aid for 3 days anc 
you'll start getting results you can see and 
feel for yourself! Amazing Long-Aid con- 
tains 3 wonder-working ingredients: Extra- 
rich lanolin to relieve dry scalp—make hair 
look longer, softer! Deltyl Prime. that new 
greaseless agent that protects hair from 
moisture! Miracle K-7 to help relieve itcn- 
ing irritation, keep hair fresh, clean--smeli- 
ing. SEND COUPON NOW for Long-Aid 
Actually see and feel sensational difference 
in your hair in just 3 days—or money back 
Long-Aid Co., Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn.’ 


y= "MAIL NO-RISK COUPON NOWIR ® 
| LONG-AID CO., Dept. T-94 § 

Box 2026, Memphis, Tenn 

Rush Long-Aid with K-7 

0 I enclose $1.00, plus 10c Fed. tax (cash, check g 
g or money order.) Long-Aid pays all postage 
HO Send, ¢:0:D. 1 win pay postman $1.10 on de-f 

livery, plus postage and C.O.D. charges 
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ie had been acting strange late- 
She didn’t seem to like it any- 
nore when I slipped my arms around 
her. 





The girl I wanted was Deedie, but the one I got was Phyl- 


lis. I did it for spite, pure and simple, and I couldn’t 
help but believe that I had married the wrong woman. 


IN, 


We've got a saying down in our part of Tennessee that “a man is brother to a mule.” and 
| guess it’s pretty near true. We work from “cin to cain’t.” and when we get our minds set on 
something we can be awful mule-headed 


I was born with my full share of stubbornness. with plenty to spare. | took after Pa. He was the 
stubbornest man in the valley. and that takes in a lot of territorv. 


Our valley stretches from the banks 


Barton family were known all through the county for being hard-working. hard-drinking and hard- 


of Sequatchie River clear to the foothills of the Cumberland Mountains in the west. The men of the 
headed. And Pa put the rest of our kinfolks in the shade on all three counts. 


Just to show you what | mean. take the time a car salesman drove out from town in a jalopy he 
was trying to sell to Pa. The salesman took us for a ride around the farmyard. Ma and me in the back 
seat and Pa up front. After the demonstration. Pa said. “Let me trv ‘er once. son.” 
“Pa!” My mother’s voice had a way of sounding sharp and edgy whenever she disapproved 
something Pa was about to do. The salesman eved Pa doubtfully. 
Pa scowled back at him. “Shove over. young fella. | was drivin’ these contraptions before 
vou were weaned.” 


“You aiming to kill vourself. Zach Barton?” Ma demanded 
“Now you just hush. Ma. I’m gonna drive ’er.” Pa said grimly. 
Ma pressed her lips tight together and grabbed my hand. “You come with me. 


Joshua.” she ordered. “I reckon we'll be safe up on the porch.” 


We watched the salesman climb out and Pa slid behind the wheel. | 
had seen him drive Cap’n Gilby’s old Model T. but I wasn’t sure 
Pa had ever handled a car with a gear shift. 
The next thing I knew there was a terrible grinding 


noise and the old car shot across 








the yard like a seared jack rabbit. It 
rashed through the fence and came to 
» dead stop with the radiator poking 
into the hen house. Feathers were flying 
everywhere. | jumped off the porch and 
ran over to him as fast as my legs could 
arry me. “Pa! Pa, are you hurt?” | 
yelled. 

“Reckon she kinda got away from me, 
Josh,” Pa said, and he had a kind of 
sheepish grin on his face. But by the 
time Ma and the salesman came running 
ip, he was cool as a cucumber. 

“Well, I reckon she'll do,” Pa an- 
nounced. 

“Just look what you did to my hen- 
house!” Ma fussed, waving her apron at 
the chickens that were running around 
.quawking to beat the band. 

Pa said, “You been after me for a new 
hen house for a long time, Ma. Well, 
this car just saved Josh and me the trou- 
ble of tearing down the old one.” 

he salesman stared at Pa like he was 
touched in the head. “You mean you 
were aiming to wreck that shack?” 

Pa never flinched. “You saw where 
[| steered it, didn’t you?” he snapped. 

[ need a car for more than joy riding!” 

| was 12 then, and to this day I be- 

lieve we would never have gotten that car 

or Ma’s new henhouse if Pa hadn’t been 

too gosh-darn stubborn to admit he 
didn’t know how to drive. 

Pa’s stubborn streak was the main 
reason our farm was one of the best in 
the valley. Making a crop in the old 
days was pretty rugged because the land 
was tired and worn out. Lots of folks 
gave up and moved into town, but not 
Pa. He stayed right there and practically 
forced the soil to yield a crop, each one 
a little better than the season before. 

lhe TVA came and the whole valley 
prospered. We learned about crop ro- 
tation and synthetic fertilizers. Farmers 
managed to buy the land they had 
worked on shares for years. We got 

electricity and tractors, and some of our 
women folk even got refrigerators and 
washing machines. “There’s plenty good 
livin’ yet in this land,” Pa used to say, 
but he never lived to see it. 

Mules and kerosene lamps gave way 
to tractors and electric lights, but there 
was still plenty of bone-wearying, back- 
breaking work to be done. That’s why 
we like our women the way they’ve al- 
ways been—big and husky, ready and 
willing to work side by side with their 
men. The dainty, delicate, type female 


LS 


who can’t help with the chores doesn’t 
stand much chance of catching herself a 
man around here. Not that our women 
aren't goodlooking. 

Deedie, for instance, had it all over 
any city girl I ever saw. Her face was 
smooth and tanned from the sun and 
wind, making her clear brown eyes seem 
even brighter. Deedie was almost as tall 
as I, and her legs were sturdy as a couple 
of pine saplings. Her hands were quick 
and strong, strong enough to drive a 
tractor or heft a sack of feed. 

I’d been in love with Deedie since we 
were kids, and we were to be married 
the summer she reached 21. She had no 
mother and her father had his hands full 
trying to work the farm next to ours and 
rear five kids alone. He finally quit try- 
ing to make a go of it and decided to 
move up north. When Cap’n Gilby and 
his wife offered to take Deedie in, her 
father quickly agreed because he knew 
this was Deedie’s chance to have some 


All my life I had been 


she had taken a shine to 


the farm going. I had no time for court. 
ing. I'd see Deedie whenever I took a 
load of lumber in to the mill or when | 
drove Ma in to church. Sometimes jj 
was two or three weeks before | got a 
chance to spend any time with Deedie, 


LL THAT SUMMER I was busy 
around the house getting things 
ready for her to move in. | cleaned out 
the storeroom off the kitchen and fixed 
it up for a bedroom for us. Ma had the 
only bedroom and I'd always slept on a 
cot in the kitchen. Pa had put all his 
money back into the land instead of 
modernizing the house like some of our 
neighbors had done, and now that I'd 
taken his place, I did the same thing. Pa 
had taught me that a fancy house wasn’t 
as necessary as a sturdy, well-built barn 
and a new cook stove wasn’t as impor- 
tant as tools to make a crop. 
“You going to leave those walls bare 
like that. Joshua?” Ma asked when she 


in love with Deedie, and now 


a stranger named Willie. Well. 


I would show her a thing or two. I’d get another gir! 





of the things he could never afford to 
give her. 

Deedie was 16 then, and I was glad 
that she was going to stay in the valley. 
Just the thought of her going away for 
good made me weak and all trembly in- 
side. At the Gilby house, I could see her 
whenever I went into town. Cap’n Gilby 
owned the saw mill just outside of town 
and was pretty well fixed. His wife had 
been an invalid for years, and Deedie 
was a big help to her. In return for her 
room and board, Deedie worked around 
the Gilby place, but she was more like 
a daughter than a hired hand to the 
elderly couple. By the time she was 19, 
she was handling the books at the mill 
for Cap’n, whose eyes were going bad. 
But I knew that Deedie was still a farm 
girl at heart. 

We both grew up taking it for granted 
that we would be married some day and 
it never even crossed my mind that things 
would turn out different. But the fact is. 
after she moved into town I didn’t see 
Deedie as often as | had when we were 
kids. 

With Pa gone, it was up to me to keep 


saw I’d left the plaster board in the new 
hedroom unpainted. 

“It'll do for now,” I told her. 

‘“Wouldn’t hurt none to brighten it up 
a little.” 

“This is a bedroom, Ma,” | said irri- 
tably. “When you’re asleep it doesn't 
matter whether the walls are painted or 
not.” 

Ma glanced up from the curtains she 
was hemming. “A woman appreciates 
having things nice,” she said quietly. 
““Deedie will come here as a bride. son. 
That’s why I’m stitching up these cur- 
tains for the window in there.” 

“Nothing wrong with this house like 
it is,” I insisted. “If it was good enough 
for you and Pa, then it'll do fine for 
Deedie and me.” 

Ma pressed her lips tight together and 
went back to her sewing. “Just like your 
Pa for the world,” she sighed. 

It wasn’t that | begrudged the paint. 
but with so many other things to do 
around the place, I couldn’t spare the 
time. Deedie would understand, | told 
myself. She was a sensible girl. 

A few days later. Ma sent me into town 
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to pick up some things for her. so | 
stopped by to see Deedie. She was at the 
mill, in the little shack Cap’n Gilby used 
for an office. I stopped in the doorway. 
watching her as she worked on the ac- 
count books spread out on a big table. 
My heart skipped a beat as I stood there. 
Deedie looked like she had just stepped 
out of a picture calendar on the wall. 
Her long black hair was pulled back and 
tied with a bright red ribbon and she 
had on a gay print dress all covered with 
big flowers. I had never seen her so 
dolled up before. 

Deedie hadn’t heard me come in be- 
cause of the screech of the big circular 
saws in the mill across the road. so | 
tiptoed over behind her and slipped my 
hands over her eyes. She jumped and 
gave a little squeal. “Willie?” 

“What do you ‘Willie’?” | 
growled. “It’s me—Josh!” I swung her 
around and lifted her to her feet. 

“Josh! 
stammered. 

| pulled her closer and tried to kiss her. 
but she turned her head and my lips 
landed on her cheek. “Don’t!” she pro- 
tested. “Somebody’ll see you.” 

“Let them! We're practically married. 
aren't we?” 

Deedie dropped her eyes and sort of 
nodded her head. but she didn’t say any- 
thing. | had a feeling that something 
was wrong. but I couldn’t figure out 
what. “Say. who is this fellow. Willie?” 
I finally asked. 

“Oh, just a new man Cap’n Gilby 
hired last month.” she explained. 

“Has he been making up to you?” | 
demanded. balling up mv fists. 

“’Course not. Josh.” she said quickly. 
“Willie just tries to be friendly.” 

“Well, he’d better not try to get too 
friendly. Especially with you looking so 
pretty in that new dress.” 

Deedie stepped back and smiled. then 
whirled around so her skirt flared out 
like a big cartwheel. “You like it. Josh?” 

I nodded. “It’s pretty enough to be a 
wedding dress. honey.” 


mean 


” she 


I—vou surprised me. 


“] want a real wedding gown when | 
get married, Josh.” A dreamy smile lit 
up her face. “I saw one the other day 
in the mail order catalogue. all full of 
ruffles and bows.” 

“A dress like that won’t be much good 
around the farm.” I sniffed. 

“I don’t care.” she said firmly. “A 
girl only gets married once. vou know.” 

I took her in my arms and smiled at 


her. 
let’s make it soon.” 

She closed her eyes and leaned her 
head on my shoulder. “You want me 
that bad, Josh?” she whispered. 

“You know I do. Besides. 1 was count- 
ing on you helping me seed that forty 
acres | rented from Cap'n Gilby.” 

Deedie jerked away. “Maybe | ought 
to show up at our wedding in a pair of 
overalls!” she snapped. her eves blazing. 
“Sometimes vou make me so mad. Josh 


“Anything you say. honey. only 


Barton!” 

She wouldn’t tell me what riled her. 
so I shrugged my shoulders and left. 
There’s no understanding a woman's 
moods. I told myself. Yet. Deedie was 
more sensible than the average female. 
thank goodness. If she was getting a little 
jittery now that our wedding was getting 
close. | couldn’t fault her for that. 

| went to the general store to get the 
things Ma wanted. While Clem. the tall. 
stoop-shouldered clerk was filling the 
order, | got him to talking about the new 
man Cap’n Gilby had hired. “Name's 
Willie Watts.” Clem told me. “A little 
guy. kind of a fancy pants. but seems 
nice enough.” 

That’s all 1 wanted to hear. This Willie 
Watts didn’t stand a chance of beating 
my time with Deedie. even if he tried. 
Deedie was my girl! All the wav home | 
was remembering how sweet she looked 
and how warm and desirable she’d been 
in my arms. For the first time. | was 
thinking of Deedie as a woman to love 
and not just the girl I’d grown up with. 


FEW DAYS LATER. Clem drove 

out to the farm with a new blade for 
the mower. “What’s new?” I asked him 
as he helped me unload it and bolt it in 
place on the machine. 

Clem shifted his wad of tobacco from 
one cheek to the other. “Got another one 
of those milking machines in the other 
day.” he said after a moment’s thought. 
“Interested ?” 

| laughed and shook my head. “Not 
as long as I’ve got these.” I said. holding 
up mv hands. “And when Deedie and | 
get married, the two of us’ll out-milk any 
machine ever built.” 

Clem grunted. “Speakin’ of Deedie. 
seen her lately?” 

“Last week when | was in town.” | 
glanced at him. “Why?” 

“Well. it ain’t none of mv business 
but maybe vou ought to spend a little 
more time courtin’ vour girl.” 


I stared at him. “Keep talking.” 

“Now don’t go gettin’ sore at me. 
Josh.” Clem went on. “Just tellin’ what 
| saw with mv own eyes and heard with 
my own ears. Deedie was in the store 
with that Willie Watts. Heard him offer 
to buy her anything in the place.” 

An angrv flush made mv ears buzz. 
but | just laughed and said. “Don’t hand | 
me that. Clem. You told me about that 
Willie fellow vourself. Why. Deedie 
wouldn’t look twice at a sawed-off dude 
like that'~ 

But my stomach was churning around 
inside. and it got worse after Clem left. 
It didn’t seem possible that Deedie could 
be interested in any other man. especiall 
this Willie. Still. Clem swore that Deedie 
was hanging on his arm like she couldn't 
stand alone. Finally. | made up my mind 
to drive into town and set things straight. 
but like I said. our lives are all wrapped 
up in the land and it was another week 
before I could take time out from my 
chores 

Driving in that Sunday morning. | 
turned over in my mind just what I'd 
sav to Deedie. But all the words I'd 
thought up flew out of my mind the min- 
ute | walked into the kitchen of Cap'n 
Gilbv’s house. I stood staring at Deedie 
with my mouth gaping like a barn door. 
She was even more beautiful than she'd 
been that day at the mill. Her eves were 
sparkling and she was all decked out in 
another new dress. She was so busy hum- 
ming to herself as she kneaded a big 
lump of dough on the table that she 
didn’t notice me at first. 

“Hi ‘va, honey!” I boomed. stepping 
up close behind her. 

She jumped and swung around. her 
eves wide with surprise. “Josh! Now 
what did you want to do a crazy thing 
like that for?” she asked sharply. 

I couldn’t understand Deedie at all. 
She had been acting strange lately, throw- 
ing a fit every time I touched her, like 
she didn’t want me to bother her at all. 
She sure didn’t use to act that way. 

“What’s the matter? You used to like 
it.” | slipped my arms around her waist. 

“Mind your manners. Somebody’ll 
see you.” Deedie snapped. tossing me a 
sharp look that said. stronger than the 
words. that there was deep trouble brew- 
ing between us. 

“I don’t care what people see!” I held 
her tight and kissed her hard. But her 
lips were unyielding and her eves were 
hard and (Continued on Page 69) 
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The house was small and Faye had 


left the door open, so J couldn't help , ; : ; 
hearing their anxious words of love. I was determined of one thing in life 


—that my daughter should have the 
best of everything. And when she sud- 
denly wed a railroad porter, I knew I 


had to break up the marriage, or see 


everything I had worked for ruined 





eee T JUST ISN’T FAIR,” Faye protested. “Besides, | like to do my share. If I’m going to nursing 
school, I ought to at least get used to cleaning up my own mess. How am | going to get 
used to doing things for others when I’m not even allowed to do little things for myself?” 

“It'll be time enough then for you to learn.” | answered firmly, pushing her out into the living 
room and seating her at the piano. “Play the Blue Danube for me while | swab out these few 
dishes.” 

That was a pretty silly thing for me to say, especially when I’d been sewing all day long for 
a lot of hard-to-suit customers. I’d stopped when it was almost time for school to be out. to 
sweep out the ravels and scraps and make the house presentable for my little girl. 

Now. as I stood listening to Herman’s favorite waltz. | seemed to drift back to yester- 
day. That’s what was wrong with me | guess, trying to hold on to things as they were. After Her- 
man died, I guess I should have cultivated new friends, male ones. that is. In time I might have 
married again, and | might not have let Faye become my whole world. | can see now that it 
was as bad for me as it was for her. | strangled her with love as a mother might strangle a child 
on whom she tries to force too much to drink at one time. She didn’t get a free breath: from 
the time she was two—when Herman died—1I made her my whole world, living only for those 
moments when | was bathing, dressing or feeding her. | was happiest when | was sewing some 
dainty thing for her, or if | had paper and pencil and was figuring (Continued on Page 54) 





The Wife FATS DOMINO 
Left Behind 


While rotund rock ’n’ 


roll star Fats Domino churns up the 
lance hall and night club circuits to earn up to 


$2,500 a night, Mrs. Rosemary Domino 


keeps the home fires burning and six 


c<ids in check 








N AN unpretentious. six-room white 

frame house in New Orleans, La.. a 
shapely. nut-brown woman of 26 daily 
goes about the unending chores of caring 
for six children. She has been outside 
the city only once in her life: when she 
was 12 years old. she was taken on a 
church ride to a small community in 
Mississippi. The woman is Rosemary 
Hall Domino. the wife Fats Domino left 
behind. 

As the biggest thing to hit the rock ‘n 
roll music industry (in both popularity 
and size. since Fats stands five-foot-five. 
weighs 220 pounds) with the exception 
of Elvis Presley. Fats has travelled the 
length and breadth of the U. S., from the 
bayou country of Louisiana to the lob- 
ster-rich shores of Maine and the sunny 
dales of California. In his wake, he has 
left limp teen-agers, chaotic riots and 
musical immortality of a sort. It is Mrs. 
Domino’s conviction that if her 28-year- 
old husband were plucked from the lusty 
environment of dance halls, he would be 
unable to long exist, much like a fish out 


of water. 

Mrs. Rosemary Domino is as far re- 
moved from her husband’s world as is 
imaginable, yet theirs is a love that bore 


a half dozen offspring and causes Fats to 
telephone his wife every day, no matter 
how far away or how busy he is. Further- 
more, staying behind while her husband 
goes forth to earn an estimated $100,000 
a year is Rosemary’s own idea. Obvi- 
ously, she has never cared for travel. 
She does not smoke or drink, and the 
idea of sitting through the disorderly din 
of nightclubs and dance halls, staring 
into glassy eyes, somewhat frightens her. 
Furthermore, she now has the children 
to rear, and she goes about the job with 
idiligence and determination. 
= Mrs. Domino does not mind the life 
Sher husband leads, for she realizes that 
he is the exponent of a style of music 
}currently much in demand and currently 
/well-paying. She realizes also that is 
probably a fad. “He has to make the 
Money while he can,” she says simply. 
And Fats is making it, hand over fist, 
eaming up to $2,500 a night and was 
once paid $7,500 for an hour’s work in 
the movie The Girl Can’t Help It. 

And despite her lack of interest in the 
World in which her husband lives, Mrs. 
Domino nevertheless manipulates the 
‘Purse strings. Says she: “He has law 
yers who handle his business, but I han- 
dle most of the money. That's one prob- 


lem we don’t have—money.” She does 
not budget. “I don’t believe in it.” Mrs. 
Domino explains. “I believe in being 
comfortable and not wasting money.” 
Still, money seemingly does not mean 
much to her. She has lived in her pres- 
ent home for six years, and has had no 
remodeling done since her husband hit 
the musical jackpot. The only signs of 
a comfortable income: a baby grand 
piano, two television sets, two telephones. 
a room air-conditioner. a wash-dry 
laundromat (a Christmas present from 
Fats in 1955) and an electric floor pol- 
isher and waxer. She has no domestic 
help because “] wouldn't want a maid 


under my feet all day.” 


Fats has given her a blazing red Cadil- 
lac convertible. but she has not learned 
to drive it. leaving the chauffeuring to 
a brother who lives next door. She plans 
to learn to drive “when | get a little 
time. 

Rosemary's clothes are simple yet 
tasteful. and she does not own a lot of 
them. Furthermore, she says with a prac- 
ticality that is almost foreign to the fe- 
male mind: “I don’t own a fur coat and 
1 don’t want one. It doesn’t get cold 
enough down here.” 

One place where Mrs. Domino does 
splurge is on her telephone bill. which 
runs an average $200 a month because 
of Fats’ daily telephone habit. “Some- 


Perspiration streaming down his face as he stands and pounds away at the piano. Fats 
Domino sings in the earthy style that has launched him into the throne room of the rock 
‘n’ roll music empire and sometimes keeps him away from home as much as 362 daysa year. 
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hyly waving back greetings of neighborhood friends, Mrs. Rosemary Domino brings 


indrea, 5, Antoine, III, 6, and Antoinette, 7, home from nearby school. Mrs. Domino 
ldom ventures into streets because she is embarrassed by recognition by strangers. 


{4 woman to whom money does not mean a great deal, Rose- 
mary Domino believes only in ‘being comfortable.’ She has 
but a moderate number of modern conveniences, no furs. 


nes he calls more than once if he for- 
ets to tell me something,” Rosemary 
veals, and adds: “I’m always home 
hen he calls.” She seldom leaves home 
cause. when she does people call and 
ive to her on the streets, recognizing 
r as the wife of a hometown celebrity. 
finds this embarrassing. 
Publicity shy, Rosemary had never 
en photographed as Mrs. Fats Domino 
ntil a photographer visited her home 
ist fall. Before that, she had not been 
tographed since she was 17. 


| ) OSEMARY HALL was working as a 
switchboard operator at a New Or- 

ns YMCA when she met Antoine 
lomino II. She was 17, had graduated 
1 high school and attended business 
hool, and Antoine was pretty well 
wn around town as a piano player. 
y didn’t call him “Fats” then, because 
only weighed 140 pounds. They met 
ugh mutual friends and courted a 
before they married. During the 
rtship, she visited places where An- 
ne was working a couple of times. 
e their marriage it has been a differ- 
story. Says Rosemary: “In all the 
rs we’ve been married, I’ve never been 
place he played. I don’t like clubs and 


parties and all those people. But that’s 
his business, and that’s all right for him. 
I like to read and look at television and 
fix up the house and things like that.” 
The first time she saw the Fats Domino 
that the world knows, band and all, was 
last summer—on a television show 
beamed into her living room. 

Now, she sees her husband any time 
he appears on television, and she listens 
to his records on the radio since New 
Orleans disk jockeys show a distinct 
preference for their home town product. 
But she doesn’t play records on the fam- 
ily’s portable record player. She leaves 
that to the kids. 

Mrs. Domino does not think she will 
ever want to travel with Fats “unless it’s 
just for a vacation and I come right back. 
Even then I would probably take all the 
kids.” 

But travelling is in her husband’s 
blood, and Rosemary knows it. “I don’t 
think he can stay off the road,” she says. 
“He had his tonsils taken out and in 
two weeks he was back on the road.” 
Still, she hopes someday Fats can settle 
down. “I’d go wherever he wanted to 
live,” Rosemary vows, “but I’d have to 
have a home.” 

The house in which Rosemary rears 


Reaching into combination washer-dryer, 
Mrs. Domino handles a familiar job. Ev. 
eryday is washday for the mother of six. 


the Domino children has a living room, 
dining room, kitchen, three bedrooms, 
two baths. The walls are sheet rock, and 
there are knotty-pine door facings. Orig- 
inally, it was a duplex and the Dominos 
rented half of it. Then they bought it, 
knocked out a wall for a door, and took 
over the whole place. It is kept extremely 
neat, despite the circus-ground atmos- 
phere provided by Antoinette, 7; An- 
toine, III, 6; Andrea, 5; Andre, 4; and 
Anatole, 2, not to mention lusty lungs of 
five-month-old Anola. 

The three oldest kids attend school in 
split shifts, one going at a quarter of 
eight, another at a quarter of nine and 
another about noon. As fast as Mrs. 
Domino gets a couple of them out of the 
house, the first one is back home. Her 
day begins at 6 a.m. and ends at mid- 
night. The kids knock off to bed indi- 
vidually whenever they feel like it. Dur- 
ing their tumultuous waking hours, they 
manage to dirty enough clothes to make 
every day washday for their mother. 

Decorating their home are music 
awards, framed records symbolizing mil- 
lion-sale hits (including one titled Rose 
Mary), and many pictures of Fats Dom- 
ino himself, whom the children affection- 
ately call Antoine in person or when they 
see him on television, but when listening 
to his records they shout happily: 
“That’s Fats Domino!” They call their 
mother Rose. 

The rising musical star in the family 
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Checking temperature of baby bottle by 
hand, Mrs. Domino prepares liquid meal 
for her five-month-old daughter. Anola. 


is Antoine. III. who almost died of a 
kidney ailment as a baby. He was in 
and out of the hospital. not expected to 
live most of the time. until he was four 
years old. Then he began to recover. and 
has since learned to play drums and 
piano all by himself. When he picks out 
his own shaky version of his father’s hit. 
Blueberry Hill. all his brothers and sis- 
ters except baby Anola join in singing. 
and Andre shouts out at intervals the 
proud family crv: “That’s Fats Dom- 
ino.” 

Despite her unswerving devotion to 
her breed. Mrs. Domino does not ex- 
press any great sentimentality over the 
young ones. In fact, she is quick to ad- 
mit that things could be much better and 
she has to hope they won’t get worse. 
Says she: “I don’t want anymore chil- 
dren. but Antoine doesn’t care.” Then, 
with a quick glance toward her scamper- 
ing, jabbering sons she adds: “I wish | 
had six girls instead of those boys.” 

Such remarks are not likely to be 
taken seriously by anyone who watches 
her care for her flock daily with all of 
the conscientiousness of a mother hen. 
Even the boys themselves are not dis- 
turbed when they hear their mother say 
she wishes they had been girls. When 
she does say it. Antoine II is likely to 
look at her with a lopsided grin and say. 
“Aw. Rose.” (The children all call her 


by her first name.) If the youngsters 


oe. 


Listening to Fats Domino recording. the tamily gathers around a record plaver. Mrs 
Domino never plays her husband's records except for the children, but she frequently hears 
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him on radio since he is a great favorite of his hometown New Orleans disk jockevs 


have anv fear at all. it is not a fear of 
not being loved. for the Domino house is 
full of the jovous turmoil that is the 
mark of the merry home. 

Thus. in this happy climate Mrs. Rose- 
mary Domino thrives. thinking only in- 
frequently of the davs before her 
husband recorded Fat Man's Blues and 
began to roll 

“He didn't stay away long at first.” 
Rosemary recalls. “but as he made more 
and more records, he stayed away longer 
and longer.” She admits that he is now 


away so much (362 days in 1955) thai 
“sometimes | forget I've got a husband.” 
But. says she. “I don’t have a chance t 
get lonesome. I've got too many chi! 
dren. I've gotten used to his being gone 
now. although some days | wish | hac 
just gotten him a plain job.” 

Despite the long absences and ion: 
someness. Mrs. Domino approves whole 
heartedly of her husband's career. And 
savs she. with one eve in the direction of 
critics of the rock ‘n’ roll stvle: “I like 
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his music.” 
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Signing autograph on arm of delighted fan, Fats succumbs to one of the zany demand: 
of his tremendous popularity. Mrs. Domino is not jealous of the attentions of her husband s 
admirers, but says this may be because she never sees photos of him with other womei: 
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A telephone in the hands of a conniving female 
can be a dangerous instrument, even when it all 

starts out in fun 


K VEN GIRLS FROM THE NICEST FAMILIES can become criminals. That’s not a 
4 theory | picked up by reading books or dreamed up in my imagination. It’s a fact 
which I’m definitely convinced. As you will see, I qualify as an expert on the 
ubject. At 21 years of age, I can look back—and not with any wholesome pride— 
a life which I marred when I committed a crime which shocked and horrified not 
nly my family, but the community where I live. 
ll buy the belief that many juvenile delinquents wouldn’t be juvenile delinquents if 
weren't for the short-comings or ignorance of their parents. But I have no such 
mforting alibi to fall back on. It was my own dirty little mind which hatched 




















and almost carried out a devilish scheme 
to disgrace one of the finest fellows in 
the world. It was my own hurt pride 
which combined with my ego and my 
fantastic sense of imagination to urge me 
on to plot against Rudy, then to find 
myself smeared with public shame in a 
plan which backfired. 

And | did it all at the age of eighteen. 

Most of the people who read about the 
case in the newspapers have forgotten it. 
My family and my friends have been 
merciful enough to treat me as if it never 
happened. When you understand the 
unspeakable horror of my sin, you'll 
probably decide that | got off easy. The 
truth is that my punishment hasn’t 
ceased from the day | woke up to 
realize what a rotten little skunk I had 
become; the day I tried to make up for 
the evil 1 had done. 

Like so many other erring human 
beings. | can take doubtful credit from 
the fact that, at the beginning of it all, 1 
had no intention of doing wrong. | 
simply had a crush on Rudy Carr. It was 
a good, healthy crush which made me do 
all sorts of ridiculous things like kiss his 
pictures, keep a scrapbook on his every 
activity and refuse to become interested 
in boys unless they had some character- 
istic which reminded me of my idol. 
There were only two things wrong with 
my wild love affair. | had never seen 
Rudy in person and | was one of prob- 
ably one hundred thousand teen-age girls 
who were mad about him. 

Rudy—which, of course, isn’t his right 
name—was a youthful, handsome, sen- 
sational new pop singer. He had the 
voice and the looks of an angel, in my 
book, and the most soulful eyes. Practi- 
cally every girl in the set | ran around 
with had the same fever which gave me 
both pain and joy. We kept up a running 
competition to see who would be the first 
one to buy his records, to beat each 
other reporting choice tidbits reported 
about him in the New York and Holly- 
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I didn’t mean any harm when I told the 
girls that Rudy and I were sweethearts and 


started the fan club. But it all backfired 


wood columns. We chorused sneers 
against the various attractive girls with 
whom his name was coupled and we 
agonizingly wondered when kind fate 
would bring us happiness by arranging 
for Rudy to make a personal appearance 
in our fair-sized Midwestern city. 

I don’t think any of us dared believe 
it would ever happen. When it did, | 
had the sheer delight of being the first 
one to know. I had discovered a secret 
which I didn’t share even with my boon 
companion, Ida Kendall. I had dis- 
covered that if you bought a weekly pub- 
lication named Variety and studied it 
carefully, you could usually tell what 
various stage and recording stars were 
planning to do in advance—long before 
it came out in the daily papers. Variety 
had often been the medium through 
which I was able to confound the gang 
with accurate predictions about Rudy, 
thus pretending to have some inside in- 
formation on our idol which they didn’t 
have. 

There it was, one afternoon as | leafed 
through the pages of the show business 
publication. A national tour had been set 
up for the hot record artist, Rudy Carr. 
the star of Sensational Records, whose 
latest release had sold close to 800.000 
records. Eagerly I scanned the cities 
Rudy was booked for and I couldn’t hold 
back the gasp when my eyes fell on the 
wonderfully familiar word in print. Rudy 
was coming to the Palace, our biggest 
downtown theatre, four weeks from that 
very day. 

Flinging the paper aside, | hastened to 
the phone and dialed Ida’s number. | 
tortured her, | teased her and played cat 
and mouse with her before I’d let go the 
latest delicious morsel of information 
about Rudy Carr. I was well repaid by 
the scream of amazement and delight 
which Ida let loose over the phone. 

“My God, Cherry, are you sure? Am 
I dreaming?” she cried with excitement. 
“How do you always know all these 


things before anvone else?” 

In the next breath Ida was pleading 
with me to get off the line so she could 
start calling the other girls to tell then 
the great news 

“Don’t forget to let them know where 
it came from.” 1 warned her. “else | 
won't tell you these things first when | 
learn them.” 

“Of course, Cherry.” Ida reassured 
me. “You know I always give you 
credit.” 

She was getting ready to hang up. 
Then a curious thought must have oc- 
curred to her. 

“Honest, Cherry,” she pleaded. “Looks 
like you would tell your best friend how 
you get all your information.” 

If it hadn’t been for the genuine note 
of longing in Ida’s voice to be taken into 
confidence, if it hadn’t been for the wild 
thought which suddenly flashed across 
my mind, maybe the terrible things 
which later happened would have been 
avoided. Suddenly, | wanted to indulge 
my sense of the dramatic. Suddenly, | 
wanted to be considered the most impor- 
tant girl in the whole crowd. Suddenly, | 
wanted to be the object of admiration. 
envy and respect. 

| took a breath and plunged. 

“You won't tell a soul, Ida?” I de- 
manded dramatically. 

“Cross my heart and hope to die,” my 
girl friend promised fervently. | smiled 
ironically. For I knew, peach though Ida 
was, the “secret” I was about to divulge 
would be all over the neighborhood in a 
half-hour. But that was exactly the way 
| wanted it. 

“Okay.” I said after a reluctant pause 
the way I’d seen it done in the movies. 
“Okay. Here goes. Remember the time 
last summer when I| went to New York 
to stay with my Aunt Maude for a 
week ?” 

“| remember. 1 remember.” Ida virtu- 
ally shouted. 

“Well, Ida.” 1 confessed. “A friend of 
my aunt’s took me to a fabulous night 
club and who do you think was there?” 

“Not HIM?” Ida screamed. 

“Him,” I asserted impressively. “And 
| was introduced to him. He came over 
to our table. We talked for an hour at 
least. He took my phone number at Aunt 
Maude’s, called me the next day and took 
me out to dinner and the theatre.” 

“Cherry!” my friend gasped. “You re 
not telling the truth.” 

“Nothing but.” I declared firmly. 
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“What’s more, we’ve been writing each 
other ever since then. We’re practically 
engaged and he wants me to start a fan 
club for him here in town.” 

| don’t know where my inspiration 
came from. I just rattled on, enjoying 
the feeling, enjoying the realization that 
Ida’s eyes were getting bigger and 
rounder. Rudy, I told her, had made me 
pledge to keep our secret because he had 
an agreement with his manager not to let 
anything get out about the fact that he 
was serious about a girl. Might hurt his 
standing with his ardent girl fans. 

When [ finally let Ida hang up, she 
was limp with exhausted amazement. | 
was proud of the fantastic lies | had 
told. I knew it wouldn’t be long before 
my telephone would begin ringing—the 
other girls who had promised Ida they 
wouldn’t tell just as Ida had promised 
me. I wasn’t wrong. I guess I repeated 
my story a dozen times the rest of that 
evening. 

I got so good at repeating it that [| 
must have begun to believe the delicious 
fairy tale myself. | even dreamed about 
it that night—dreamed of going to the 
telephone to receive a long distance call 
from my beloved Rudy, dreamed of the 
letters which piled up in my mail box, 
love letters from Rudy. I woke up right 
in the middle of walking down the aisle 
of a huge New York cathedral, dressed 
in the pure white of a bridal gown. 

When I woke up, I began to get scared. 
I started thinking about the consequences 
which could be caused by the prank | 
had played on Ida. 

I didn’t know how long I could keep 
up the fiction. But my common sense told 
me that I couldn’t get away with it very 
long. Only until Rudy came into town. 
Then the girls who believed my lying 
story would find me out. I had to do 
something desperate—and fast. 


USING OVER the details of the fan- 
tastic lie I’d told Ida, I recalled my 
fiction about Rudy asking me to organize 
a fan club for him. Fan club. The very 
words were magic. Why didn’t I do just 
that? Get the girls together, elect officers 
—with me as president of course—and 
have everything going full speed when 
Rudy Carr got to town. I could send him 
a wire at the city he was playing before 
he got to our town. I would sign the 
wire as President of the local Rudy Carr 
fan club. Then, when he came to town, 
I could organize a welcoming committee 


at the airport or railroad station, and 
he’d know me because of my wire. That 
way, not only would the girls believe my 
story, but it wouldn’t be a story any 
longer. At least, I’d have the honest right 
to say I knew him and, after all, | was 
considered a pretty sharp girl, plenty of 
looks and lots of sex appeal. No telling 
what might come out of the little old fan 
club idea. 

I began to thrill with the excitement 
my plan offered. The next day I went to 
work. I made Ida my chief lieutenant in 
recruiting members and—believe me—it 
wasn’t hard to do. All the girls we asked 
readily accepted. | called the first meet- 
ing at my house and talked my father 
into providing refreshments. We elected 
officers and no one dared consider any- 
body else for the presidency. Ida was 
secretary-treasurer. We chipped in a 
year’s dues—two dollars apiece—so we 
could get membership cards printed. We 
even made plans to hold a dollar party 
in the YW auditorium, the party to be 
presented while Rudy was in town. He 
would be invited to be the guest of honor. 

One of the first expenses which came 
out of the treasury was the cost of a 
telegram to Rudy Carr. He was appear- 
ing in Jersey City then. I explained in 
the wire that the club had been organized 
and that we’d like to be notified of details 
of his arrival so we could meet him—also 
that we’d like to have him attend our 
party in his honor. 

I really didn’t expect an answer. | was 
just taking a chance that if the wire was 
brought to his personal attention, one of 
Rudy’s valets or secretaries or whatever 
assistants he had travelling with him 
would see that he remembered my name 
when he arrived—so that the girls would 
believe he really knew me. First, I was 
worried because | figured that even if 
Rudy called me by name, the girls might 
expect him to take me in his arms and 
kiss me or something dramatic like that. 
But then I realized they wouldn’t expect 
that since Ida had spread the story that 
Rudy and I were keeping our love affair 
a secret from the newspapers. 

What amazement and delight awaited 
me only three days after the wire was 
sent! I received an airmail special de- 
livery letter. It was typed on beautiful, 
expensive stationery with the picture of 
my dream man up in the top right hand 
corner and his own lovely signature at 
the bottom. A personal letter from Rudy. 

“Dear Cherry,” the letter began. “I 


think it is wonderful of you and your 
friends to give up your time and efforts 
to start a fan club for me. I truly appreci- 
ate it. I think it will be just fine meeting 
you at the station and coming to your 
party. I am looking forward to meeting 
all the girls—but you especially—since I 
am sure you are a most interesting per- 
son. Thanks again. Rudy.” 

I was delirious with joy. My first im- 
pulse was to rush over to Ida’s to show 
her the precious letter. But I realized, 
with dismay, that I didn’t dare let anyone 
see the part which said Rudy was look- 
ing forward to “meeting me.” That 
would have exposed as sheer untruth 
the fantastic story I had made up. 

I contented myself with phoning Ida 
and telling her that Rudy had called me 
about the welcoming committee and the 
party. Of course, I pointed out, Rudy 
had said he was only willing to do it all 
because of me. 

“Sometimes it scares me how crazy 
that boy is about me,” I gushed to Ida. 
“You know what he said? He said he 
knew I had lots of boy friends in town 
and that if he didn’t do exactly what I 
ordered him to about the fan club, I'd 
probably spend my time pouting and 
carrying on with other fellows right in 
front of his eyes to make him jealous.” 

“Honestly, Cherry? Did he really say 
that?” Ida squealed. “Do you know that 
you're the luckiest girl in the world. 
Everyone in town is jealous—except me 
of course. Just think. With hundreds and 
thousands and millions of girls drooling 
over that dreamboat, he only cares for 
you.” 

“I love him, too, you know,” I ad- 
mitted generously. | was getting carried 
away with my own acting. 

The fan club members, inspired be- 
cause our idol was really going to go 
along with our program, worked like 
demons getting everything in order. Our 
membership grew to more than fifty. 
Every minute detail of the welcome at the 
airport (I received a letter from Rudy’s 
press agent giving me the time and place 
of arrival) was worked out. Tickets to 
the party sold like fury. | became more 
and more nervous as the great day drew 
near. But the girls never guessed what 
was going on in my mind. 

What if Rudy forgot my name? What 
if he stared at me just as though he’d 
never seen me before in my life? What 
if he called me Miss Lansing instead of 
Cherry? I be- (Continued on Page 51) 
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I’ve never been arrested or put on trial or convicted of a crime. 


Yet when my aunt died, I knew I was as much responsible for 


her death as was the man I loved too well and trusted too much 


Y NAME’S RITA DOWNING, and I’m a murderess. 
You never read about me in the newspapers because | was never publicly accused, 
but that doesn’t make me any less guilty. 

There are probably other people in the world whose crime was never punished by 
law, but don’t think we’re not punished as surely as if we’d stood convicted before 
the judge’s bench. Each day our secretive, smouldering guilt becomes a little heavier 
and harder to bear. 

I lived on a farm near a dinky little town in Southern Illinois with my Dad, Mom and 
my 12-year-old brother, Harry. I was almost 17 and felt like I was buried alive on that 
darn farm; nothing but drudgery and doing without. All | could think about was how 
I could get to the city. I wanted to see the bright lights and live a little bit. 

Dad’s well-to-do sister, Martha, lived in Chicago and she came to visit us every summer. 
My imagination ran wild as I listened to her talk about Chicago, its big, fine stores, 
movies and all the rest of the exciting things. I wondered how she could stand to live like 
we did for a few weeks; no electricity, no plumbing or anything. 

Aunt Martha was an old lady, but she wasn’t a square by any means. Well, maybe 
she wasn’t so old, not the way Mom and Dad figured, I guess. But she was 11 years 
older than Dad and to me that seemed ancient. And maybe she wasn’t so rich either, 
but her husband had left her a little trust fund, so much each month, and she owned 
her own house. That sounded rich to me—not having to worry and scrape around to 
meet the mortgage payments and to be able to buy a decent dress now and then. 

It was almost time for her visit again and I could hardly wait, because this year I had a 
plan! You see, she’d written Dad that it might be her last visit because her heart was 
bad. So I was going to persuade my folk and Aunt Martha, too, to let me go home 
with her and take care of her. I just had to make them let me go, or else I’d have to 
run away. If I stayed there much longer I’d have to marry Johnny Freeman. 

The Freeman’s farm joined ours, sixty acres, just like ours and the same kind of a 
three-room shack to live in, but his dad raised pigs and my dad raised cows. Cows 
were bad enough, but the pigs were awful. On windy days the stench of those pig- 





Before I met Dean, Johnny was the only boy I had really 


known. But all Johnny ever talked about was pigs and 


farming. while what I wanted was fun and excitement 


stys blew right into our house—ugh! 

In a way, Johnny wasn’t so bad, I 
guess. He was mighty goodlookin’; tall, 
rather dark, and I knew he loved me. 
But all he could talk about was his old 
sow and how many sucklin’ pigs she’d 
have. And he raved about the one-room 
shack he was building for us to live in 
when we got married like it was a man- 
ion. That’s why I wouldn’t let my heart 
go for Johnny even though our folk 
had been dead set on us getting married 
ever since we'd been kid sweethearts. 

Oh, I'd tried to sell Johnny on the idea 
of us living in the city where there’d be 
good jobs for both of us, but he was so 
hog-crazy he wouldn’t listen. If I hadn’t 
known there was another way to live, 
with fun and excitement, I might have 
been able to stick it out, but I did know 
and I couldn't. 

Selling my idea to Aunt Martha was 
lots easier than I expected it to be. “I 
suppose the sooner you get this notion 
)f wanting to see the bright lights out of 
your head, child,” she said, smiling like 
he understood how much I wanted to 

», “the sooner you'll be satisfied to come 
back and marry that nice Freeman boy. 
With you there, I know I'll get well fast.” 

| gave her a hard hug, she was so darn 
wonderful. It was like cutting soft but- 
ter, the way she got Mom and Dad to let 
ne go. I felt guilty, though, letting them 
think I was coming back, when I'd prom- 

ed myself that if I ever got away, wild 
horses couldn’t drag me back. But de- 
ceiving them made it easier to say good- 
with them thinking I wouldn’t be 

ne long. 

Even so, telling Johnny goodbye 
wasn't easy. He turned his old beatup 
slopy up the winding road to our park- 
ig spot on the hill overlooking the val- 

Sighing deeply, she shut off the 
notor and took me in his arms. “When 
you figure you'll be back, Rita?” he 
began. “It’s gonna be awful without 
| put my fingers on his lips. “Just hold 
1e tight, Johnny,” I whispered. I didn’t 


want him to talk. I just wanted him to 
hold me so I’d have no sad words to re- 
member. And that’s the way it was, our 
last date. His kisses were tender and 
sweet and heart-hurting. 


HE TRAIN trip to Chicago was ex- 

citing beyond my wildest dreams. 
Aunt Martha let me sit by the window 
and when my eyes weren’t glued to the 
glass watching the scenery fly by, | was 
staring enviously at the clothes of the 
women on the train. I kept my worn 
coat buttoned tight, trying to hide my 
cheap, cotton dress, and tried to smooth 
my frizzly hair. I’d have nice clothes 
someday, I promised myself firmly, just 
as stylish as theirs. I’d have good hair, 
too, like Aunt Martha’s, soft and wavy. 

You'd have thought something was 
after Aunt Martha the way she raced 
through Union Station. I could have 
stayed there for hours. | knew I was 
acting like a hayseed but I couldn’t help 
staring. I’d prayed for this so long. 

Aunt Martha’s house simply 
dreamy, an old brownstone two-story on 
South Parkway. But no wonder it was 
so elegant with its long sweeping stair- 
ways and sparkling chandeliers hanging 
from the beautiful ceiling. 

“Long ago it belonged to one of the 
wealthy 400,” Aunt Martha explained, 
“when the aristocratic society leaders 
lived in this part of the city.” 

I ran from room to room, trying to 
take it in all at once—the magic of the 
rushing street noises and the strange, 
exciting smells spilling into the house as 
I threw the windows open. The elegance 
of Aunt Martha’s furniture took my 
breath away. 

And from the very minute we got 
there, time simply whizzed by. I wouldn’t 
let Aunt Martha do a lick of work. Com- 
pared to how I'd had to work on the 
farm, this was play, with all her scary, 
new-fangled electrical contraptions. 

The best part, though, was Aunt Mar- 
tha’s paying me twelve dollars every 
week! I sent Mom five dollars and had 


was 


seven left to spend on myself. And th 
five dollars to Mom eased my consciengg 
a whole lot, too. q 

My aunt helped me with my clothe 
and my hair and pretty soon | wasgi 
ashamed anymore. I was on cloud seveg 
strutting before the mirror, imaginin 
how surprised Johnny and my folk 
would be if they could see me now. I'g 
beautiful—shaped up good, too, J 
thought proudly, smugly, patting my 
tight sweater. 

Aunt Martha let me have one whe 
day each week to do anything I wante 
to. I nearly always spent it in the Loop, 
wandering through the dreamy dep: 
ment stores, then window-wishing 
hour or so along Michigan Avenue. 

That’s what I was doing the day I me 
Dean Stanhope. My aunt was helping 
me make a hat like one I’d seen in @ 
window on Michigan; so I'd gone ok 
to see exactly how it was finished. To 
get a better look, I stepped back, right 
into the arms of this strange man. We 
both lost our balance and would * 
gone down in a pile if he hadn’t held on 
to me like mad. I could feel his body: 
shaking with laughter. ‘ 

When I looked up I could only see his 
smooth, tan profile. Golly, he was tery 
rific, with the cutest little mustache. 
felt all tingly. He’s as handsome ag 
Johnny, I thought, but in a different way 
—a “citified” way. I twisted out of hig 
arms and backed against the window. | 
“I’m sorry,” I said, feeling like a clumsy. 
tumble-bug, “I—I didn’t see you.” ; 


Still laughing, he pointed to my h a 


the one I was copying. “You thought th 
monstrosity was coming at you through 
the window, eh?” 

“I think it’s kind of pretty,” I said 
puckering my lips poutingly. 

“Smack into my arms, Lady 
sent you, darling. So let’s go!” he said, 
reaching for my hand, drawing my arm. 
through his and for a second I 
scared. His black eyes sparkled a ch - 
lenge. “It’s lunch time—let’s eat! : 
best thing for getting to know you.” His” 
intimate, thrilling voice sang the 
four words, much like Nat King Cole? 
Goose pimples popped out all over me. — 

I realized it was a pure and simple 
pick-up off the street but I wanted to go 
with him. He didn’t force me. He was) 
‘big city’ to me and I was up there om 
my cloud seven again. | went with him 
because | wanted to. Yes, that’s what I 
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leo to remember—and regret as long 
pI live. 


F WAS SO starry-eyed and trying so 
4 hard not to act like a hired girl from 
‘ihe farm that I can’t remember what | 
“aie for lunch, or if I ate anything. Dean 
ade me feel like I was something pre- 
Fdious, so polite and sweet to me. No one, 
‘pot even Johnny, ever made me feel like 
‘that and it was heavenly. He didn’t tell 
me much about himself, only that he 
Mived with his mother, and I told him as 
Tittle as I could about myself, just that 
MT lived with my aunt. I certainly didn’t 
at him to know I was a farmer’s 
; gnter. 

3 From the way he talked, I knew he 
thought I was an orphan, that my aunt 
| had reared me, and I let him think it. 
‘What's the harm, | figured, letting him 
think what he wants to. I hadn’t lied to 
him. 

| As we left the restaurant Dean said, 
| “Like to take a ride?” 

_ “It’s a beautiful day,” I said slowly, 
“as if I didn’t care too much, “a ride 
‘would be nice.” 

' His car was simply divine—a shiny 
_ red convertible, one of those low-slung 
things. I wasn’t surprised, it was just the 
_ kind of a car a fellow like Dean would 
have. 

_ The hardest job was trying to act like 
"spinning along the shore in an open con- 
-vertible with a slick number like Dean 
“Stanhope was an every day thing, when 
actually I was practically bubbling over 
with the thrilling wonder of it. 

Well, I'll make it short—I fell for him 


: like a ton of bricks. To have a refined, 


TF city-bred man like Dean accept me was 


‘the crowning point. My dreams had 


é | come true. I belonged! He hadn’t come 
nck mp Tight out yet and said it, but he liked me. 


- I knew that. 
| _ I swelled with pride remembering how 
, impressed he was when he saw Aunt 
| Martha’s house. He’d felt different to- 
ward me, too, seemed to have more 
" fespect for me. There again, I did wrong 


) by not putting him straight when he said 
something about how lucky I was being 


By aunt’s heir. | just smiled, letting him 
Mink what he wanted to think. What’s 
tl harm, I thought. 

| And I knew right from the first Aunt 
_ Martha didn’t approve of Dean. For one 
thing, she didn’t understand about his 


how he made his living. 


A free lance salesman, he called him- 
self. “That means,” he explained when 
he saw my blank look, “when I run across 
a good bargain in something worthwhile, 
like jewelry or furs, for instance, I pay 
a deposit on it—when I have the dough, 
that is. Then I find a dealer who'll give 
me a nice profit. Simple, darling?” 

It seemed simple and plenty clever to 
me. But Aunt Martha shook her head 
doubtfully when I told her. “These bar- 
gains,” she said, frowning, “I’ve read in 
the paper how stolen merchandise is han- 
dled like that, I hope. . .” 

“Aunt Martha!” I said, shocked, hurt 
and a little angry that my own aunt 
would even think such a thing about 
Dean. And he was so nice to her, so polite 
and helpful, doing things around the 
house I couldn’t do, like fixing the iron 
cord, or repairing the pump in her wash- 
ing machine. 

“I understand why you would pick up 
with this man, Rita,” she said, “you're 
lonesome. You miss Johnny. Maybe it 
was a mistake—” 

“Oh, no!” I broke in. “Don’t say 
you're sorry I’m here.” She scared me 
talking like that. 

“Tll never be sorry, dear.” She 
reached over and patted my hand. “And 
I don’t know what I'll do when you go 
home.” 

I kissed her cheek. “Well, don’t think 
about it,” I said. “Don’t think about any- 
thing but getting well.” I'd been worry- 
ing because she seemed to be getting a 
little weaker every day. And her doctor 
was worried, too. But I felt solely respon- 
sible for my aunt. Dad had told me that 
it was up to me to keep her well and 
happy. 

Dean thought I was silly when I didn’t 
want to leave her alone. So, because I 
wanted to be with him every minute I 
could, I thought: what’s the harm, let- 
ting him come to the house after I’ve 
tucked her in bed for the night? We had 
the whole downstairs to ourselves and 
there was no reason for us to disturb her. 

Two people in love wouldn’t make much 
noise huddled together on the couch. 

Dean knew how to kiss just tantalizing 
and demanding enough to set me on fire. 
I'd never felt so thrillingly dizzy in 
Johnny’s arms. This is love, I thought; 
the natural hunger of two people meant 
for each other. 

Oh, yes, Dean loved me now! He'd 
said so! And I was waiting breathlessly 


for him to ask me to be his wife. That 
would tie me to the city forever; that was 
my heart’s desire. And the very night he 
asked me to marry him, a terrible thing 
happened that stopped my heartbeat until 
I thought Id suffocate. 

It was a warm, muggy September 
evening. Dean was sprawled comfortably 
on the couch with his coat off. I was in 
his arms, wearing my cool, off-the-shoul- 
der gingham. He was kissing me, his lips 
moving lazily over my face, my neck, 
my bare shoulders, finally finding my 
mouth. I wanted him until it was like a 
smouldering volcano in me, ready to 
erupt. His hands moved down over my 
body and I'll never know where I got 
the strength, but I struggled out of his 
arms, reached over, switched on the light. 

“T’ll get us a cold drink,” I gasped. 

As I stood up, my foot kicked some- 
thing. I looked down. It was Dean’s wal- 
let and I’d scattered the contents all over 
the floor. I gathered them up and the 
receipt for his car insurance was on top. 
I wasn’t prying. I just couldn’t help see- 
ing it. It read, Mrs. Dean Stanhope. For 
a second | thought I was going to faint. 
I couldn’t breathe. 

“What's the matter, Rita?” he asked, 
wide-eyed and guilty looking. 

My first impulse was to slap his face, 
but I pointed to the paper. “Is—is that 
true? Are you—” 

He threw back his head, laughing. 
“Oh, you precious darling! My father’s 
name is Dean, too. That’s my mother’s 
name.” He reached for me and I relaxed 
in his arms, weak as a kitten from relief. 
“Almost a year ago,” he went on to ex- 
plain, “I had a rather bad accident as | 
was leaving a tavern. They tagged me a 
drunk driver and the insurance compa- 
nies think I’m a bad risk. That’s why my 
car’s in her name. And what’s more, dar- 
ling, you’re going to be my Mrs. Dean 
Stanhope. I’m tired of you fighting me, 
tired of leaving my baby. Like the idea?” 

Like it? I felt like shouting to the high 
heavens and all the ships at sea. I tried 
to show him how well I liked it in a 
long, long kiss. 


‘HE NEXT WEEK I went around in 
a delightful, walking dream. Being 
Dean’s wife would mean all the things 
I'd never had, all the things I’d yearned 
for. Still, I had trouble forgetting John- 
ny completely. I tried, but I couldn’t 
get him out of (Continued on Page 77) 
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ig WAS A GRAY November morning. The skies were 
swollen with dark clouds. It would snow soon. The 
weather failed to depress me. With a feeling of well- 
being, | opened the back door to Joe’s Diner and 
went in to begin another day behind the counter. 

“Morning, Dolores.” Shorty greeted in a mumble. 
The thin, grizzled old man hated mornings and went 
about his cooking duties mechanically with an occa- 
sional grumble at the heat, or the cold or the demands 
of the customers. 

“Good morning, Shorty. Looks like snow out there.” 
I replied, taking off my wraps. I usually wore my uni- 
form down to the diner to save time. I could hear 
Shorty’s low, plaintive voice as I ran a comb through 
my hair and adjusted my waitress’ cap in the girl’s 
washroom just off the supply room. I loved being a 
waitress. There was something home-like and warm 
about the diner, I thought as I swung the door in to 
enter the main dining room. Joe, the dark, rotund 
owner, was at the coffee urn filling a cup. He turned 
his head in my direction, nodded and smiled. Walking 
over to a waiting customer, I heard the startling crackle 
of bacon being tossed to sizzle on the grill behind me 
and it was a good sound. 

“What will it be?” I asked the man. He raised his 
head from the morning paper to look at me. He didn’t 
give me his order. His brown eyes searched my face 
with sudden interest. There was a glow of warmth in 
them, and | could sense a spontaneous, strong attrac- 
tion between us. His stare embarrassed me. I flushed 
and turned away. “What did you say you wanted?” 
| asked. 





I COULDN'T 
ESCAPE MY PAST 
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Long ago. when I was young. I had loved too fast and 
too foolishly.” And now that I had found true love 


at last. the old love was threatening the new 


His lips were on mine, and | knew that he 
uas my man, and nothing else mattered. 


























“Sorry. Some scrambled eggs. bacon 
nd coffee.” he answered. 
“Cream and sugar?” 
“No sugar.” He didn’t take his eyes 
ff me while | went about preparing his 
rder, feeling self-conscious and clumsy. 
» was obviously another truck driver. 
Vhat was there about him that excited 
It had taken me three years to get 
er mv last venture into love. I had 
en only sixteen at the time. Memories 
unhappiness and degradation flashed 
my mind. Tightening my jaw. I 
solved it would not happen again. 
hen he had finished and came over to 
his check. | was coldly rude to him 
| pushed his change toward him. 
ecognizing my rebuff. he flushed and 
t the diner without a word. 
He was there the next morning and 
ry morning after that for the rest of 
week. Silently. his interested eyes 
llowed me. Although I tried to fight 
| had a feeling of being loved when he 
1s there. It was a wonderful sensation. 
ince. when I was busy and Ruth. with 
hom | shared a three-room apartment. 
ied to wait on him, I could hear him 
in a soft. low voice, “Ill wait for 
dolores. I’m not in any hurry.” He must 
ave heard Ruth or Joe call me by name. 
he following week. | was on the after- 
oon shift. He did not come. He prob- 
v didn’t know that we worked on ro- 
ting shifts. That night, Ruth remarked, 
y, your silent admirer was asking 
bout you today.” I flushed, betraying 
vy own state of emotions. Ruth caught 
‘Oh. so it isn’t all one-sided. Why 
n’t you give the guy a break?” 
| don’t even know him.” I explained 


How in the world are you going to 
to know him if you keep on giving 
1 the brush? Wish things like that 
appened to me. The first time a guy 
an eyelash my way, | pounce. and 
i; know how I always wind up,” Ruth 
t on mournfully. 
Ruth was an attractive woman. There 
only one trouble—she was built on 
cky lines. She was gay and had a 
nderful sense of humor. Men loved 
as a sister. They'd come over, eat 
excellent dinners and marry her 
mmate. 
Ruth was standing over me in her 
colored wrap. “You haven’t been 
ting at all. Why don’t you at least 
at him. Who knows? Mavbe if 
1 get going with him, he might dig 








up a friend you'll really go for.” 

I was sitting on the bed pairing up 
nylons I had washed out the night before. 
“Gosh, Ruth, I’m sorry. but I just can’t. 
There’s something you don’t know. It 
happened quite a while ago.” 

Ruth went over and sat down at the 
dressing table. She began to put up her 
hair and said. “Dolores. He’s coming 
here tomorrow night for dinner.” 

“Oh. no! You shouldn’t have done 
that.” I cried at the unexpectedness of 
her announcement. 

“Somebody had to do something. Even 
Joe is cooperating. He gave me the night 
off.” she replied. 

“I won’t be here. 
and go to a movie.” | threatened. 

Ruth turned to face me. “You can’t 
do that. He’s bringing a friend for me. 
It’s my chance to get started again. All 
vou have to do is be nice to him for one 
evening. Just one evening.” There was 
insistence in Ruth’s voice. | was very 
fond of her. but I was afraid. terribly 
afraid. 

“I wish you hadn’t done it. I wish you 
hadn’t done it,” I snapped. Deeply dis- 
tressed, | stood up to pace the floor. My 
hose rolled from my lap to the floor. 

“What’s wrong? Why can’t you tell 
me?” Ruth asked, sympathetically. 

I brushed my hand across my fore- 
head to clear the muddled thoughts. With 
a sigh of resignation, | slumped back 
down on the bed and said, “I’ve got to 
tell somebody. My parents were very 
strict with us six children in the family. 
When I was in high school, they wouldn’t 
allow me to have dates or even to talk 
to a boy. One night, | got Mama to let 
me stay overnight at a girl’s house. I 
didn’t tell Mama that Helen’s mother 
was a widow and worked nights. Helen 
and | got all dressed up and went to a 
bar. We picked up a couple of soldiers 
and went for a drive. After a few drinks, 
] got a little high and maybe a little affec- 
tionate. Anyway, it wasn’t long before | 
knew I was going to have a baby. The 
terrible part of it is I didn’t even know 
the boy’s last name or where he was 
from. Papa kicked me out of the house. 
| went to my married sister’s house and 
told her the whole story. All she could 
think of was the shame and disgrace. She 
arranged for me to go to the Home of 
Good Shepherd. When the baby came, 
I signed away my rights and he was 
put up for adoption. I’ve never seen him 
or my family since then.” | found myself 


I'll stay downtown 





trembling all over when I had finished. 

Ruth came over to sit beside me. She 
put an arm around my shaking shoul- 
ders. “You poor kid. You've certainly 
had a rough deal. We all make mis. 
takes.” she comforted. “but that’s no 
reason to stop living.” 

“But Ruth,” I protested, “supposing he 
gets serious. How could | ever tell him 
all this?” 

“You don’t have to tell him anything. 
Listen, kid, it’s hard enough to hook a 
man without looking for trouble.” Ruth 
returned to the dressing table and went 
on with the pin-curl operation. 

“I don’t know—~ 

“Take my advice, honey. You've had 
a rough time. Forget the past and live 
a little for the future.” 

Forget. Just like that. she was telling 
me to forget the awful truth I had lived 
with all these years. Could I “forget the 
past and live a little for the future.” as 
Ruth suggested ? 

Sudden hope surged within me. It 























How could I, at this late 





date, tell the man I had 






married that there had 






been another love before 
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wanted. Ruth’s solution was so simple. 
| thought I might try it. 

I couldn’t suppress a feeling of nerv- 
ousness the next evening. But at last, the 
moment came when the two men were 
crowding our small living room. Jim’s 
friend was average-looking and of 
medium height. He followed Ruth out to 
the kitchen to help. Jim stood close to 
me, smiling. 

“Hello, Dolores,” he whispered, reach- 
ing out for my arms. He had the hard, 
easy grace of an athlete. He took my face 
in his hand and lifted it. I knew he was 
going to kiss me and my pulses pounded 
with excitement. “Why were you so 
scared of me?” He asked, his eyes soft- 
ening with tenderness. 

“I don’t know.” I whispered. Then 
his lips were down on mine and nothing 
else mattered. Suddenly, the memory of 
the disgrace of my first love flashed 
across my mind and I pulled sharply 
away from Jim crying, “No. Please 
don’t!” 

Jim released me. Concerned, he asked, 
“What’s wrong?” 

It was so good to hear the endearing 
term. “Let’s sit down and have a cig- 
arette,” | suggested. 

“All right,” Jim agreed. We sat and 
talked till dinner time. Jim told me that 
he came from a little town in Pennsyl- 
vania. His mother was gone, but his 
father still taught science at the high 
school. I managed to dodge his ques- 
tions about my family, but Jim didn’t 
seem to mind. All the time he was with 
me, I could again feel the atmosphere of 
love that enveloped me whenever he was 
near. | was happy. 


MONTH LATER, we were married 

quietly by a justice of the peace with 
only Ruth and Jim’s friend, Bob Hanley, 
in attendance. We settled in a small 
apartment and | continued with my job 
until a few months before our little girl, 
Dorothy, was born. The following year, 
little Jimmy appeared and I never felt 
happier. 

Then it happened. It was on a cold 
day in March. The doorbell rang and | 
hurriedly turned off the fire under the 
sterilizer to answer it. There stood a 
stocky, gray-haired woman in her fifties. 

“Mrs. Connelly?” She asked. 

“Yes.” I answered. 

“I’m Mrs. Dolan from the County 


Child Welfare Bureau. 


There’s some- 


would be so wonderful to be loved and 





thing I’d like to talk to you about. May 
I come in?” 
“Yes, please do.” I got scared. What 
did this woman want? The apartment 
was peacefully still. Both children were 
in the bedroom taking their naps. 

She settled herself into Jim’s big, slip- 
covered, easy chair and crossed her small 
ankles. Then, adjusting her glasses, she 
asked, “Were you Dolores Reynolds be- 
fore your marriage?” 

I could feel my face turn a fiery red 
as I confirmed her question. “It’s about 
your little boy, the child you gave up 
about five years ago.” She said, then 
paused. “It’s amazing how much he re- 
sembles you . . . the same soft, brown 
eyes, dark hair and small bones.” Im- 
patience and dread crept over me. Why 
didn’t she go on? What was wrong? 

“Well, enough of that,” she said. “The 
point is, he’s in trouble. He’s been in 
five different foster homes in the first 
four years. Last year, we finally placed 
him in a home for adoption. Everything 
seemed to go well for a time until just 
a few months ago. It seems the man be- 
came very fond of the boy and the 
woman became jealous. She decided if 
we were to give them a second child, per- 
haps a younger one, it might divert the 
man’s devotion and restore a little bal- 
ance to the family group. We were re- 
luctant to do this, but we wanted to do 

everything possible to give Martin, that’s 
the boy’s name, a real chance. Well, it 
hasn’t worked out at all. The woman be- 
came attached to the younger boy and 
developed a strong dislike for Martin. 
She stripped the boy of all his better 
clothing and toys and gave them all to 
the younger boy. Then, she succeeded 
in convincing her husband that Martin 
was a problem child, so they’ve decided 
to return Martin to us. Martin feels the 
rejection keenly. He knows that he is 
not loved or wanted and retaliates by 
doing mean little things like destroying 
the other child’s toys and scratching the 
walls. The situation is utterly hopeless. 
We’re removing Martin from the home 
next week. We’ve come to the conclu- 
sion that more than anything, what Mar- 
tin needs is security and love. You're 
married now and have a home and we 
thought if you and your husband were 
willing to take him, his natural mother 
might be the best person for him.” 

I stared at the woman in stunned 
silence. Somehow, the child born of my 
sin had never been real to me. He was 


just part of a past mistake I had tried 

hard to forget. Now, he had become a 

real person, needing me desperately and 
at the same time, threatening the happi- 
ness of my home. 

“I’m so sorry. I thought he had been 
adopted long ago and was perfectly 
happy,” I said, my own voice sounding 
strange to me. 

“Most of our children are, though oc- 
casionally, we place a child with people 
who prove to be immature or unwilling 
to face responsibilty. Then, the child is 
rejected and we have to try and mend 
his broken heart and help him to adjust 
all over again.” 

“Could you—could you give me a day 
or two to think it over and talk it over 
with my husband?” I asked the woman, 
clutching at a straw. 

“Certainly. Here’s my card. Just phone 
me and let me know what you’ve de- 
cided.” She refused my offer of a cup 
of coffee and left. 

When Jim got home that evening, he 
played and clowned with our two young- 
sters while I got dinner on the table. Jim 
was still a truck driver. It was lucky for 
me that he had no out-of-town loads 
scheduled that week, for I had decided 
to discuss my problem with Ruth that 
evening before saying anything to Jim. 
One part of me yearned hungrily to rush 
to my first-born son and enfold him in 
my love, but a small corner of my mind 
was oppressed by fear and guilt. How 
could I ever explain to Jim the enormity 
of my deceit? Jim was easy-going and 
slow to anger, but once aroused, his eyes 
turned cold and he would be relentless. 
Would he ever forgive me? 

Jim and I were so close, he sensed 
immediately that something was wrong. 
While I was clearing the table after din- 
ner, he put his arms around me and said, 
“What’s the trouble, Dolores?” 

“Nothing much. I just have a head- 
ache.” I evaded. 

“Sure?” He took my face into his 
hand and scrutinized it. | had difficulty 
in forcing myself to appear natural. 

“Positive.” 

Kissing me gently, as if I were a child, 
he let me go. 

Standing at the sink, with my back 
to him, I said, “Jim would you mind 
looking after the children? I thought I 
might run up to see Ruth this evening.” 

“You do that. It'll do you good to get 
away from here for a while,” Jim urged, 
picking up a (Continued on Page 57) 
37 
























RERBOUNVY 


Alfreda was brainy—with a gift for things academic. However. she 


learned late that the things that kept her on the dean’s list wouldn't 


help her keep a husband—and that she couldn’t get it out of books 


| DO NOT remember exactly when it 
began to filter through my uncom- 
prehending brain that mv husband was 
not exactly proud that he was married 
to me: didn’t get that glow on his face 
whenever he looked at me. nor did he 
sigh like a contented pup when he came 
home to me after being away for hours. 
More and more | was realizing that he 
left home as soon as he decently could 
and returned when he couldn’t put it off 
any longer. 
Perhaps that was what brought home 
to me what | should have seen long ago. 
ince | have alwavs been called brainy. 
But really. | needed braining for not 
having noticed before that the good old 
ship of matrimony had wandered off 
her course and was even now resting on 
sandbar. It remained to be seen 
whether divorce was the answer or not. 
Mv soul cowered from the thought. | 
remembered what mv life had been like 
before Joel entered it. Yet the torture 
of feeling unwanted was wringing me 
dry and humiliating my very soul. 
My story is not a rare one. Perhaps 
| am telling it so that those who share 
v position mav feel comforted. know- 
ing that thev are not alone, for misery 
loves company 
| am not ugly. My eves are not of a 
striking shape or size. | am _ neither 
squat nor tall: fair nor verv dark. Mv 
hair is neither long nor short. 1] can 
look as good as most women if | exer- 
cise care in my toilet and dress. or | can 
pass for Medusa if | relax overly much: 
| am just average. that is. in every way 
except one. I have alwavs been called 
brainy. | wrote the boys’ themes and 
worked their algebra problems, but they 
didn’t escort me to parties and basket- 


2 
iT 


ball games. No. they took the girls whose 
beauty was more startling than their 
brains and whose brawn was distributed 
lusciously in all the right places. 

That’s the way it was in our little 
one-horse town and all through college. 
How Mom’s and Dad’s hearts must have 
ached at seeing their one child a total 
social failure. 

Mom used to say before | went away 
to college. “Never again. Alfreda. will 
vou meet so many men of such high 
caliber together in one place at one time. 
Look around and take your pick.” She 
didn’t know that being an only child 
had made it almost impossible for me 
to make conversation on my own level. 
College was just a repetition of my high 
school days. only worse. When I left. I 
carried away the highest academic hon- 
ors. but the only license | could loeok 
forward to at the time was a teaching 
credential. 

Three weeks later. I had applied for 
and been given a job on the faculty of 
the high school where I’d grown up. 

“I’m so glad.” I said, hugging both 
my parents tearfully. “Now I can pay 
vou back for some of the wonderful 
things vou’ve done for me.” 

“You don’t owe us a thing.” said Dad. 
“Don’t feel that you have a debt to pay 
that will stand in the way of you hav- 
ing a husband and a family.” He stepped 
back and pulled Mom fondly into the 
circle of his left arm while he tilted her 
face with his right hand. 

She blushed furiously. moved his 
hand gently from her chin and said, 
“Your Dad and I didn’t have education 
to stand in the way of an early marriage. 
We’ve had some wonderful years to- 
gether. but we think it could have been 


so much easier if we'd had enough edv- 
cation to hold better-paying jobs.” 

“We can take care of ourselves.” 
added Dad. “That’s how come the little 
poultry hobby. You've waited long 
enough to live. Now get busy and find 
yourself a man.” He chucked me play- 
fully under the chin. 

But I didn’t know where to start look- 
ing. so the next six vears were without 
event. except for the additional rooms | 
added to the house. the new washing 
machine and stove and the new car | 
gave the family. 

Then came my twenty-seventh birth- 
day. when I realized that no men ever 
came to teach at Landing High. Maybe 
the principal found it easier to manage 
women. I had simply expected marriage 
to amble into my life. but 1 was begin- 
ning to see that if Opportunity didn’t 
present itself soon. I was going to have 
to go out and grab it. 

I made myself available every time 
the principal needed someone to repre- 
sent the school. Sometimes the money 
appropriated was so small as to require 
supplementation from my own salary. 
but that didn’t matter to me. | went. | 
bought snappy clothes and hurried to 
local. district and state meetings. Any 
luck? Well. once or twice I got bids 
from philandering husbands who'd left 
their wives at home and wanted to see 
if they’d retained their former capaci- 
ties for prowling. 

Then I became the girls’ basketball 
coach, practicing feverishly after school 
to be worth the name. Somehow | felt 
that basketball coaching was going to 
solve my problem. For two years | 
struggled for a championship team. and 
because I hoped (Continued on Page 60) 


























As Joel stood poised and handsome before 
me 1! suddenly realized he wasn’t just giving 
me pointers on basketball. 
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Find Home Dangers 
in time! 
28,000 DIE YEARLY 
in Home Accidents! 


ACT, 


YOUNG CHILDREN 

die from fires—falls — 

suffocation — poisons. 
ALL unguarded medicines, household 
chemicals, liquid fuels are dangerous. 
Keep them out of reach—out of sight. 
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TEEN 
TALK 


By Jane Walters 


F YOU DON’T chatter like a tree 

full of monkeys, or make with the 
lingo like your favorite movie star, 
then consider yourself one of the gang 
who can listen in on this month’s soap 
box version of helpful hints for Terrific 
Teens. 

Surprisingly, one of the most formid- 
able problems teens face is the art of 
making conversation. The deep freeze 
sets in when social circumstances force 
you to strike up a conversation with a 
complete stranger. Whether it be at a 
sock-hop, formal party or even a basket- 
ball game. How bewildering and fright- 
ful it is to talk to an unknown individual 
who in many instances is just as uncom- 
fortable and tongue-tied as you. “Just 
call me ‘Mumbles’”’ you mutter to 
yourself, and bravely stammer out the 
old tried and true approach of, “How 
are you?” If he doesn’t respond, then 
you're embarrassed and speechless. In 
other words somebody has “goofed.” 

Knowing how to talk, what to say and 
when to say it are social tricks every 
teen-ager should have up his sleeve. 
Liking people and being honestly in- 
terested in them are the key factors that 
will make “small talk” an easy matter. 

Not that you have to love every char- 
acter you meet, or even talk to them, but 
who knows when you'll be glad you did. 
Every person has something about him 
which is exclusively his and this makes 
him an individual apart from others. It 
is up to you to spot and consequently 
spark this individuality. 

It’s important to be genuine and pretty 
difficult to fake interest. Be sincere even 
if it’s only for a few minutes or the con- 
versation will become a flop before it gets 
started. 

Talking and listening are the principle 
ingredients in a conversation. The idea 


is to get the other person to talk so you 
can listen, and vice versa. 

Teens find it difficult to break the ice 
and get the conversation ball rolling, 
Once you find a formula or system, the 
rest is easy. Talk about anything—the 
movies, the weather, sports, music, ete, 

For instance movies . . . just about 
everybody attends them and surely you'll 
find one or two movies to talk about. 
Build your conversation around current 
top stars and unusual anecdotes from the 
film world. Ask leading questions that 
will stimulate conversation. 

Another method that is usually suc- 
cessful is to ask the person about him- 
self—what he does, his hobbies, occupa- 
tion, likes, dislikes, etc. Don’t be afraid 
to profess ignorance on a_ particular 
subject because explanations can be 
interesting. 

Every person enjoys music in some 
form or other. Whether it’s progressive 
jazz, popular, classic, or the enthusiastic 
bounce of rock ’n roll, music is one of 
the easiest subjects to discuss. From 
music the conversation can lead naturally 
to the newest dance steps. Who knows, 
you might end up with a pretty fancy 
date for the next ball. 

Politics and current events are good 
topics, too. In many countries people 
are not allowed to talk freely about 
politics so it’s up to you to take advan- 
tage of this opportunity. 

Always remember that questions are 
excellent conversation-openers. The other 
person is obliged to answer, and one 
word leads to another—we hope. 

You can nip everything right in the 
bud by being too inquisitive at first. Also 
be flexible and responsive in your com 
versation and do your best to keep it 
alive. Don’t talk too much, but make 
sure you get in your “two cents worth. 



















[ASTER FUN 
HOR THE FAMILY 


NCE AGAIN it’s time for the hardwork- 
ing, useful egg to play its annual glamor- 

ous Easter role. Gaily colored and trimmed, it 
provides fun for the children and adds beauty 
_ and a festive touch to any Easter decoration. 
_ All material: needed to color and decorate eggs 
ble in Easter egg decorating kits. The 
‘Kick out of making the 
et, filled with colored 
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Although a lively little cotton- 
tailed bunny is supposed to bring 
them, everybody knows that when 
Easter rolls around... 


cya nwe FAMILY TRADITION 


HE TRADITIONAL EASTER EGG hunt or roll. is 

one of the most thrilling events of the year for children. 
Invite your youngsters’ friends in for a gay afternoon of 
egg-hunting and prize-giving, followed by simple refresh- 
ments. Invitations can be made of double-folded drawing 
paper in bright colors, cut in egg shape. 

Action toys that “rock ’n’ roll” and egg “dress-ups” 
are the newest thing to be found in Easter egg coloring 
kits this year. The toys and “dress-ups” are easily as- 
sembled from full-color, die-cut cardboard pieces found 
in the dye pack. Colored eggs fit right into and become 
a part of the toys. which either rock back and forth, roll 
like a hoop or work as a pull-toy with the addition of 
string. 

If your youngsters are small. you will want to hard- 
cook the eggs yourself. When it’s egg coloring time, pro- 
vide the children with packages of certified food Easter 
Egg colors. Dye packages usually contain dozens of 
juvenile character transfers for the small fry to put on. 

After the last egg has been found, comes prize-giving 
time. then refreshments. Cake and ice cream will hit the 
spot. In the spirit of Easter, frost the cake in a pale yellow 
and decorate with bunnies. 


To make an Easter Egg Tree, anchor two branches in modeling clay on cardboard base 
Remove raw contents from eggs, color shells with Easter Egg dye. Hang on tree, using 
adhesive tape. For “basket” eggs, break away sides of egg shell, fill with artificial grass. 
flowers or baby chicks. Glue narrow ribbon around eggs and tie on tree branches. 
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F YOU LIKE to make cakes and want |, 
something a little different for holi- ! 
days, children’s parties and other festive | gn 
occasions, we suggest you try a few new wil 
tricks of the cake-making trade. Children | yo 
will enjoy watching the preparation of pa 
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Bunny Cake 
When the cake is cool, cut two 11-inch strips from one ' Spr 
side of the cake for Bunny ears. The large cake piece is ove 
Bunny’s face. Arrange the cake pieces on a tray 4s ear. 
shown. Make a seven-minute frosting as follows: Com- coc 
bine 1 egg white, 34 cup sugar, ¥% tsp. cream of tartar sno 


and 3 tbsps. water in top of double boiler. Beat until of t 

—_— ingredients are blended. Place over rapidly boiling water jell 

You'll need a 9-inch square cake for this Bunny. Use any treasured recipe and beat with rotary beater until mixture holds its shape pip 
or your favorite cake mix and you’re in the baking business. ‘5 to 7 minutes). Remove from heat and add ¥ tsp. vanilla 
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these cakes and the results are delightful. 

These new cut-up cakes introduce an 
amazingly easy way to make novel cakes 
without special pans. You simply bake 
your favorite cake in a standard-size 
pan—for the trick is all in the cutting. 


Spread the fluffy, seven-minute frosting 
over top and sides of the Bunny’s tace and 
ears—make it nice and swirly. With flaked 
coconut, give your bunny lots of soft. 
snowy-white fur. If you wish, tint a little 
of the coconut pink to put inside ears. Use 
jelly beans for eyes, nose and mouth; pink 





shape 
anilla 





pipe cleaners for whiskers and licorice 
stick for bow tie. 





You'll need a 9-inch square cake for this unusual, attractive looking eaglet. Bake it from 
your best recipe or favorite cake mix. Follow directions carefully. 


which is so simple to do. The beauty of flakes make a soft-looking “fur” for a 
the cakes is a form of coconut called Bunny or fluffy “feathers” for an eagle 
“Angel Flake,” which is a new product or bird. Try one of these cakes the next 
of Baker’s. It’s the easiest way to dress time you want something unusual for a 
up your cake because it is ready for use party. or when you feel the urge to 
right from the package. These feathery surprise the family. 









American Eaglet Cake 
When cool, cut a strip diagonally across center of cake, 3 inches wide, to use for body. 
Cut the corner off one end. Place cake strip so that pointed end is the head and use cut- 
off end for a beak. Use remaining cake pieces as spread-out wings. Frost with seven-minute 
frosting. When the frosting has been swirled nicely on the eaglet, give him lots of 
“feathers” with flaked coconut. Very gently press your palm against.sides of cake 
until coconut clings. Make a flashing red gumdrop eye and glistening beak of tiny yellow 
candies. For feet, use split pieces of licorice shoelaces, and more licorice on the wing tips. 
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neer jacket with detachable 

yr is worn over princess 

4dvance pattern 7706 
35¢). (A) 
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Jacket-less scoop neck dress Dress and coat outfit feature | Squ 
has puff sleeves and high flared back interest and V. | skir 
waistline. Advance pattern shaped yoke. Advance pattern ant 

7706 (35¢). (B) 7933 (50¢). (C) 
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ew ING A spring and summer wardrobe for 

the Little Miss in the house can be a pretty ex- | 
pensive thing these days with prices so high. But 
when mother has a sewing machine, selects a pat- 
tern that is in the height of fashion, and uses pretty, 
washable materials, her little girl can be the best Tors 
dressed in the neighborhood. skirt 
Children grow so fast that it is not economical to 





invest too much in their summer wardrobes, and 


with easy-to-cut patterns, many attractive creations 
can be made in no time at all. With a bit of bargain 
hunting, the right material and trimming can be 


weer 


= 


found for each outfit, to dress it up or down. Most 
little girls are proud to wear Mommie’s creation and 
rightfully so, for with everything at the tip of 
mother’s fingers, home sewing today has been made 
so easy that the outfits are sure to have the profes 
sional look. Patterns may be purchased at depart- 
ment stores or ordered by coupon at top of Page 47. 
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Square neck jumper with full 
skirt has easy drawstring peas- 
ant blouse. Advance pattern 
8221 (35¢). (D) 
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Torso dress has detachable 


| middy blouse that buttons on 
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skirt. Advance pattern 7920 
(35¢). (E) 











ADVANCE PATTERNS 


| may be purchased in leading department stores—or send 
| 


in the following coupon: 






|! TAN MAGAZINE 


HOME SERVICE DEPARTMENT 
1820 SOUTH MICHIGAN AVENUE 


PLEASE SEND PATTERNS AS INDICATEL 
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CITY ZONE STATE 






From One 
Woman To 
Another ... 








You can't beat TAN's Home Service 









Section for that personalized feminine 





epproach to the latest trends in fashions, 






beauty and modern living. 






Prepared by Home Service Director 






Freda DeKnight, here is a magazine 






section designed just for you. 






And it's there every month in TAN. 





0O-06-66666-666666666 






















A soft, flattering version of the popular “pony 
tail” hair style is worn with deep bangs. If 
the hair is thick enough, a semi-bun adds 
a flattering touch that is smartly different. 





For casual daytime wear, hair has low 
straight bangs across the front, and sides 
are pulled back in a sleek, clean line. 


AIR IS THE CROWNING point of every wom- 
an’s beauty, whether it is worn long or short. 
With changing trends in fashions and traditions, 
long hair has come into prominence again, and there 
are a number of ways to wear it which are most 
flattering to feminine beauty. 

Many of the styles are exaggerated with large 
puffs and rolls, but the side sweep with soft curls 
and high rolls on the head have found an important 
place in the parade of coiffure fashions. These styles 
mean that hair pins, along with combs and “rats” 
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OUR HAIR LONG 








Hair is fastened in back with a “pony 
ail” clip, and fluffy ends are tucked un- 
der, giving a chignon styling effect. 


a Ae a a te i 


we in demand. New jeweled ornaments of every 


ucluding Oriental chop sticks. For those who pre- 
tt the simpler styles, there is the easy-to-fix “pony 
uil” effects, straight bangs and chignons. Regard- 
ss of the style milady chooses. it should be care- 
tily done. so that the hair has all the glitter and 
lighlights that make up feminine beauty. TAN’s 
uur styles for long hair were created by Miss Terry 
rice, specialist in unusual hair styles. at the Rose- 
Nea House of Beauty in New York. 








ixcription are available for these fantastic styles. 


An unusual hair style has deep rolls jram- 
ing each side of the face, and high rolls 
in back. To carry out the Oriental mood, 
back rolls may be decorated with chop sticks. 


i i £% 
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Dont Wel enosher minute 


to enjoy the thrilling beauty of lovelier, 
more lustrous hair appearance 


aie 





Scientific formule works to help stop 
dry scalp, splitting hair, breaking ends 


If you’ve been looking and looking for 
something that would glorify your hair 
and give it more beautiful and glamorous 
appearance, RAVEEN may be the answer 
to your prayers. RAVEEN gets to work on 
that dry, itchy, scaly scalp and helps Nature 
to give you the appearance that goes with 
shining billows of long, lustrous hair you've 
always wanted. If the length of your hair 
has been affected by its undue dryness, you 
owe it to yourself to try RAVEEN on our 
generous no risk offer. 


Money back guarantee 


Try RAVEEN according to directions. If not com- 
pletely satisfied, return unused portion of jar 
and full purchase price will be immediately 
refunded. 












Fr SSS eSB ER EEE EEE eee 
RAVEEN pep. 1-4 


1820 S. Michigan Ave., Chicago 16, Ill. 


Please send me RAVEEN at once on your guaranteed no 
risk offer. 
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C) Send C.O.D. plus postage 


Name a 





Address 


City State 














SUBSCRIBE TO TAN 
TODAY 











HELP FOR 


SPLITTING NAILS 


New medical research brings help. 
Seven out of ten women restored 
cracking, splitting fingernails to nor- 
mal, just by drinking Knox Unflavored 
_ Gelatine daily in fruit juice, 

bouillon or water. Send for 
FREE GUIDE—Knox Gel- 
atine Co.,Box EB-3 Johns- 
town, N. Y. 





KNOX DRINK FORMULA IN PACKAGE 
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THE SHY CHILD 


By Edward W. Beasley 


Instructor In Pediatrics 
Northwestern University 


NE OF MY younger patients, a 
pretty six-year-old with saucer. 
brown eyes, came to my office recently 
for a routine check-up. After I finished 
my examination, Mrs. Brown dressed her 
daughter, then asked her to wait outside 
in the reception room. 

“Doctor,” Mrs. Brown said, after her 
daughter left the room, “I’m so worried 
about Barbara’s shyness. She’s normally 
noisy and confident at home, but a trip to 
a new store or even a schoolmate’s birth. 
day party is enough to start a crying 
spell. Neither my husband nor [| are 
timid or quiet, so where on earth does 
she get this shyness? And what can we 
do to help her?” 

“Mrs. Brown,” I smiled, “Barbara is 
only going through a natural stage of 
personality growth. Cheer up. You are 
not responsible for her shyness, except by 
the miracle of birth.” 

Some psychologists say shyness is the 
result of insecurity; insecurity caused by 
parents who are either too strict or too 
But this feeling does not 
cause the run-of-the-mill shyness which 
most children have. Instead, this shyness 
is primarily a matter of inherited per- 
sonality. An understanding parent will 
realize this and remember his own 
childhood. 

It’s a little easier to understand a shy 
child if you can recall a school room 
filled with strangers, or being “stared” at 
by some one you did not know. It hap 
pens to everyone, including your own 
child. 

Time is the best cure for dissolving 
most of this shyness. A series of com 
bined experiences, at home and in the 
outside world, will give your child con- 
fidence and poise. But shyness in itself, 
even in adults, is a basically charming 
quality. Some of the nicest people in the 
world go through life with a little shy- 
ness and they were neither unloved nor 
insecure. Their shyness may even be 
why they were so nice to know! 
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Fan Club Fraud 


(Continued from Page 29) 


gan to have nightmares of dread. 

“Iwas a fit subject for a strait jacket 
the cold. early morning when the Rudy 
Carr Fan Club—in full force—waited im- 
patiently at the airfield, scanning the skies 
for a black dot of a plane to swoop down 
from the clouds and release the most won- 
derful man in the world of show business. 

Then suddenly the plane was winging 
into sight. I had an impulse to turn and 
run—to give it all up. But I didn’t. The 
plane landed and the girls were beside 
themselves with anticipation. All eyes 
strained as the landing ladder was rolled 
up to the door and passengers began filing 
down. “Oohs” and “aahs” came from the 
girls as the slim, handsome, self-assured 
young man—Rudy Carr—appeared on the 
top step and smilingly waved at us. I was 
hypnotized until, almost like a miracle, a 
boldness and daring came over me as Rudy 
came down the steps followed by three 
assistants. I broke from the group of girls 
and ran over to the landing ladder, reach- 
ing it just as he stepped on the ground. 

I was hardly prepared for what hap- 
pened. 

“You must be Cherry Lansing,” Rudy 
said. Before I could reply, he had taken 
me in his arms and kissed me—just the 
way a man would kiss a girl he loved and 
hadn’t seen for a long time. I didn’t have 
time or inclination to realize gratefully 
how perfectly Rudy had fallen into step; 
how, by his impulsive action, he had saved 
me from disgrace and exposure. All I 
could think about was that Rudy had 
kissed me. And what that kiss did to me 
I'll never be able to explain. Except that 
I felt light and frothy inside and uplifted 
and exalted—like walking on air. 

I gained consciousness to hear the sighs 
of the other girls who hadn’t heard Rudy’s 
words but who had seen his actions and 
were almost crazy with envy and admira- 
tion. 

I was holding Rudy’s hand then, intro- 
ducing him to the girls. Some of them 
looked as if they were ready to faint. 
Others lost the power even to speak when 
Rudy grasped their hands, looked into 
their eyes with those beautifully soulful 
eyes of his and told them how happy 
he was to know them. 

I don’t think I’ve ever known the happi- 
ness I knew those few minutes out at the 
airport. And the intoxication of that feel- 
ing drove me to the mad resolve which 
formed in my mind. Up until then, I had 
been determined that if I could just get 
myself out of the predicament my lying 
had put me into, I would thank God and 
never again get so involved. But reckless- 
ness and a sense of exultation at getting 
away with the shabby trick I had done 
overwhelmed me. Rudy was a terribly at- 
tractive man—rich and famous, too—and 
the moment I had spent in his arms had 
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You Can Qualify to 
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Earn *50% to *250% 


in spare hours as a Lucky Heart Representative 


Man or woman, experienced or not, you can qualify for one 
of many full or spare time openings. No selling skills needed 
for this respected way to big money and a better life. 


Here’s what you'll do. 


Just call on friends, neighbors, relatives 
to show and demonstrate nationally ad- 
vertised Lucky Heart cosmetics—and you 
let them try these quality products in the 
comfort and convenience of their homes. 
Just show and demonstrate. That's how 
thousands of others are making Big 
Money today...and you can, too. 


A new way of life is opened. 


Because of the money you'll have, you 
can buy that new car, home appliances 
...other things. You can enjoy family 
vacations, send children to college, sup- 
port your Church. Lucky Heart Repre- 
sentatives write and tell us they are doing 
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Offer! 





MEMPHIS 2, TENN., 


these things—so we know you can, too. 
Many are making $50 to $250 in spare 
time. 


It’s no secret. 

No magic either, just follow the Lucky 
Heart Plan and show, demonstrate and 
sell. You don’t need special training or 
skills. And best of all, buying cosmetics 
at home is a trend that’s growing. Cash 
earnings are big year round—so get 
started now. 


Act now! 

Money is waiting right now in your 
neighborhood—sales are easy—profits 
big. Just fill out the coupon below and 
mail it today. We'll rush full details so 
yOu Can start at once. 


Tacky feart 
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Dept. 2-D 








This smart new case comes to you 


with beautifully packaged, full-size actin 

lucky Heart Cosmetics—exciting ADDRESS 

new products and old estoblished 

favorites. CITY. STATE 





LUCKY HEART, Dept. 2-D 

400 Mulberry St., Memphis 2, Tenn. 

Yes! | am interested in big money and a better way 
of life. Without cost or obligation rush full details and 
FREE Display Case Offer! 
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transported me. I was determined that I 
was going to make my masquerade come 
true. I was going to become Rudy’s girl. 
The way he had kissed me, I was certain I 
could work it. Even though I knew that 
he must be awfully experienced, that he 
must have had many girls much more 
attractive than I, I was so possessed with 
desire and conceit that I was sure of my- 
self. 

The way Rudy treated me made me 
even more sure. Before he climbed into 
a limousine waiting to take him to his 
hotel, he took me aside and told me once 
more how grateful he was that I had 
formed the fan club. He also told me 
that I was a very pretty girl and that 
he hoped we’d get a chance to have din- 
ner together. He invited me to be his 
guest at the theatre one night. I was to 
call him the following afternoon. 

How was I to know that this gracious- 
ness and flattery was only a part of the 
business; that Rudy, innocently enough, 
was being nice to me—especially nice— 
without meaning anything unusual or se- 
rious? I could hardy wait until the next 
afternoon. The girls were simply bubbling 
with excitement and admiration. 

I called Rudy and we made a date for 
that Friday evening. Of course, I had to 
go to the beauty parlor to have my hair 
styled and to one of the downtown shops 
to buy myself a daring new gown which 
Mother didn’t approve of and which Dad 
paid for. I'd been admiring this particular 
gown for weeks and never dreaming I’d 
own it. It took me all day getting ready 
but I was confident of my stunning appear- 
ance when I arrived at the hotel desk and 
phoned Rudy’s room to announce I was 
there. 

I hadn’t dared tell Mom and Dad I was 
going alone. They believed that Rudy was 
having a party for all the girls in the club 
and that we were going to have our boy 
friends there. Rudy came to the door of 
his beautiful suite. He was wearing a 
flaming red dressing gown over some of 
those exotic Chinese style pajamas. 

“Hi, Cherry, darling,” he greeted me. He 
took me in his arms and kissed me—not 
like the airport kiss—a gentle, almost 
brotherly kiss. It took my breath away 
but I was disappointed a little. 

I followed him into the white and gold 
sitting room. A huge television was giving 
forth with a variety show. 

“We've got a few minutes before I go 
theatre,” Rudy told me, taking my 
“Great God, girl, you’re pretty to- 
night. Sit down and let me stare.” 

We talked for a few minutes, Rudy 
asking me questions about the town, my 
school and other things. I worked the 
conversation around to the topic of how 
the girls—and especially me—felt about 
him. I told him I'd been a big fan ever 
ince I'd heard his first record. I was 
touched by the humble way he accepted 
my praise. 

“I’m going to make myself a highball. 


to the 


wrap. 
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Always have a couple before going on,” 
Rudy said. “I sip it while I’m getting 
dressed. I’m sure you’re not old enough 
to drink, so how about some cold soda 
pop?” 

“Don’t be silly,” I told him. “I'll have a 
drink with you.” 

His eyebrows went up. He shrugged his 
shoulders. 

“Okay, miss,” he said sternly. “But don’t 
you dare tell any one that I led a minor 
like you into the ways of sin.” 

We laughed heartily at that. Neither of 
us knew the terrible prophecy in those 
words. 


HE HIGHBALL didn’t get me intox- 

icated. Even though I’d only had two 
alcoholic drinks before in my whole life, 
I managed to look sophisticated while I 
was drinking it. It gave me a sunny glow 
inside but it didn’t make me intoxicated. 
What did make me intoxicated was what 
happened afterwards; seeing Rudy come 
out of his bedroom, looking absolutely 
wonderful in some tweedy clothes and with 
that jet black hair of his brushed so care- 
fully; walking out of the hotel with him 
and being conscious of the curious stares 
of girls and women who recognized him; 
arriving at the theatre in a sharp, red 
convertible and having Rudy introduce me 
to the manager and hearing him say that 
I was his special guest and that he wanted 
me to have the best seat in the house; 
watching the show and seeing Rudy stride 
on stage and bring the house down with 
his great stage manner and the charm and 
power of his voice. Then going backstage 
to his dressing room as he had requested, 
fighting my way through the scores of big- 
eyed girls who were waiting for his auto- 
graph and having Rudy instruct the door- 
man who was standing guard to let me 
in; standing by as Rudy signed hundreds 
of autographs and then took me to dinner 
in an exclusive place I’d heard about but 
never hoped to visit; having him order 
exotic foods for me and more cocktails. 

All that made me intoxicated. So intox- 
icated that, at one-thirty in the morning 
when Rudy was getting ready to take me 
home, I made a bold suggestion. 

“T’ve been with you all evening—sur- 
rounded by other people,” I told him. “I'd 
like, just for a few minutes, to talk to you 
alone about the fan club and a few other 
ideas. Couldn’t we go up to your place 
just for a half hour.” 

He stared at me thoughtfully. 

“Aren’t you sorta young to... .” 

I didn’t let him finish. We were sitting 
in his convertible in the restaurant parking 
lot. I took him off guard, threw my arms 
around his neck and kissed him. Only it 
wasn’t a kiss—not just a kiss. It was a 
demand, an unsubtle insinuation, an ex- 
pression of throbbing desire. It was the 
act of a hussy, a woman pulsing with 
desire. At first, Rudy—shocked—didn’t 
respond. Then, well, after all, he was a 
young, redblooded man and I was a de- 


sirable, passionate, unashamed girl throy. 
ing myself at him. 

I'd convinced Rudy that I was olf 
enough. We went to his hotel and we sq 
around and talked and drank for a fey 
minutes. But that was only camouflage 
and we both knew it. The real truth came 
along when I asked Rudy to dance. One 
minute I was swaying in his arms, holding 
him close. The next minute we weren't 
dancing. We were locked in that age-old 
embrace when man and woman become as 
one. It was my first time although [4 
come close to this in fooling around with 
the boys who took me out. But I’d never 
been possessed by a man completely. And 
I'd never known the sheer, frightening 
ecstasy of loving all the way. 

When it was all over, I was scared, 
Rudy was too. 

“We shouldn’t have, darling,” he told 
me brokenly. “I should have had more 
sense. I’m the older, the more experi- 
enced. I shouldn’t have let you. .. .” 

“I’m glad,” I told him simply. 

It was dawn when I got home. Luckily 
Mom and Dad never heard me come in, 
But I wouldn’t have cared. I was too 
happy. I was Rudy’s girl now. 

That’s what I thought, anyhow. As it 
turned out, my reckless deed had gotten 
me into trouble aplenty. 

The trouble began because of two con- 
flicting factors. I was madly in love with 
Rudy and he had decided not to let the 
affair go any further. As I look back on 
it, I can see that Rudy was trying to be 
decent about it all. He had been weak 
enough to accept me when I threw myself 
at him that night. But realizing his mis 
take—and also knowing that I might fall 
in love with him—he had decided not to 
see me again alone. 

After phoning him three or four times 
and being told he was out (once when he 
himself answered the phone and I realized 
that he was camouflaging his voice) | 
became desperate. I laid siege to the back- 
stage door several times only to learn that 
the doorman had orders against admitting 
me and that Rudy had sneaked out another 
way. I wrote him notes, sent telegrams— 
all to no avail. I kept phoning. Finally 
I gave up—for only one reason. I was 
certain that Rudy would keep his word 
to the fan club and attend the party we 
were giving for him on the last night of 
his engagement. He did show up. 

But my heart bled and the tears stood 
bitter in my eyes when my idol walked 
into the Y gymnasium that night with a 
stunning girl, a redhead who looked more 
Rudy’s age than I, and who was obviously 
very much the object of his affections. 

“What happened?” Ida gasped as we 
stood aside watching the other girls mob 
Rudy. “Have you two broken up?” 

I couldn’t take it: Ida’s questioning eyes 
the whispers I knew were going around 
among the girls, and the kind, impersonal 
smile and handshake Rudy gave me. ! 
couldn’t take it, and I ran to the check: 
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room, tears blinding me, got my coat and 
went home. 

Looking back I don’t know why I 
couldn’t be courageous and willing to pay 
for my own folly by just facing the music 
and letting things go as they were. 

If I had shown courage and common 
sense enough to do that, the ugliness 
which came about could have been pre- 
yented. I didn’t. My pride was wounded 
and I thought my heart was broken. Be- 
sides, Ida came to me and told me that, 
sarting with the day after the party, the 
tongues of all my girl friends had begun 
wagging viciously about how Id been 
made a fool of by Rudy. 

Ida was my only friend now. That was 
because I shunned all the other girls for 
fear of being ridiculed. 


CLOWLY, the sense of tragedy began 
5 to leave me and I began to give in to 
aslow, seeping bitterness. Rudy had made 
a fool of me. He had gotten what he 
wanted, then treated me like dirt. I didn’t 
stop to think of how I had forced myself 
on him, how I had been the instigator of 
what had happened. 

I decided to get even. 

That was when I went to Dad and told 
him the lie—a lie bigger than the lie I’d 
told Ida and the crowd. Desperation drove 
me to it. And jealousy and a desire for 
revenge. The desperation was caused by 
discovery that I was pregnant. The jeal- 
ousy was due to what I read in the news- 
papers about Rudy being engaged to the 
same luscious redhead he had brought to 
our party. The revenge—well, that came 
out in my pitiful story about how Rudy 
had lured me up to his hotel and forced 
me to submit to him. 

Almost the minute after I had told the 
sory, I was ashamed and afraid. But 
there was no holding Dad back. He was 
furious. The next thing I knew, there 
were lawyers and newspaper articles. Rudy 
tad been arrested in New York City and 
tharged with contributing to the delin- 
quency of a minor. 





FAN CLUB PRESIDENT CHARGES 
SINGER 


That’s the way the headlines read. 

Rudy denied it all, of course, and told 
le story just as it was. His high-pow- 
ered lawyers got postponements and by 
be time the case came to trial, I had 
wen in the hospital and out—the baby 
va stillborn. 

Even with all the shame and notoriety, I 
ad wanted that baby. I felt that God 
"8 punishing me for what I had done. 
le, I didn’t dare tell my parents the truth. 
ltold myself I could never stand the ugly 
oughts they would have against me and 
te hurt that would show in their faces 
tien they found out that I hadn’t been 
tit innocent one. 

| was only thinking of myself until the 
tal came along. I had been well coached 
ir Dad’s lawyers as to what to say and 





how to say it. Rudy was sitting at a 
table with his own lawyers, just a few 
feet away from me. I hadn’t dared look 
at him when he was looking my way. I 
answered the defense attorney’s questions 
mechanically. I had rehearsed well. But 
all the time, my mind was racing. I 
thought of the pained look I’d caught in 
Rudy’s eyes as he looked across the court 
to meet the eyes of the redhead. She was 
there in court, seeming to say by her 
presence what she had said in the news- 
papers—that Rudy had told her all about 
me and him and that she believed he was 
telling the truth. What right had I to wreck 
a real, fine love like that? What right had 
I to destroy the wholesome faith and ad- 
miration which hundreds of thousands of 
kids had for Rudy? What right had I to 
ruin his career? 

Before I could give it a second thought, 
a clear flood of sanity had come back to 
me and I was standing before the judge. 

“T want to say something, your honor,” I 
declared. 

The court had grown very quiet. 

“Go ahead, my dear,” the judge told me. 

I began talking. I told how I had lied 
from the beginning. I told how I had 
schemed to keep my friends from knowing 
I was lying. I told how nice Rudy had 
been to me—how I had forced myself on 
him and then decided to get even when 
he tried to break off our relationship. I 
told how I had lied to my parents because 
I was desperate and jealous and mixed-up. 

“But now, your honor,” I continued, “I 
realize the terrible thing I have done and 
I want to clear Rudy’s name. [I still think 
I’m in love with him—but it isn’t the right 
kind of love that would do to him what 
I’ve done. The right kind of love is the 
love that girl has for him—the girl I was 
jealous of. You can send me to jail or the 
electric chair or anything, but I just want 
the world to know I’m not all bad. I can’t 
hurt Rudy like this—not any more.” 

Then I collapsed into tears. 

After the excitement had died, I learned 
that Rudy had been exonerated. The judge 
had instructed him that I could be pun- 
ished for the false charges I had made 
and the damage I’d done to his reputation. 
But Rudy had been sweet and kind about 
it all. He had agreed to forget, even 
though he knew very well that some people 
would probably claim that I’d been well- 
paid to take the blame. 

Two memories are sweet to me: Rudy’s 
girl coming over to kiss me and telling 
me how brave I’d been, and Rudy himself 
telling me he knew that some day I’d find 
a boy who deserved me. The kindness of 
those two, after all I’d done to them, only 
made my heart ache more and the tears 
burn hotter. But the way Mom and Dad 
took it, and the friendship the girls in the 
set showed after it was all over, have 
helped to heal the wounds. I don’t want 
to be a big shot any more. I just want 
to be decent—as decent as the wonderful 


man I almost destroyed. THE END 
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Marriage Wrecker 


(Continued from Page 21) 


what nursing school was best for her. Oh, 
yes, I had it all figured out in my mind 
that she was going to be a nurse. It didn’t 
matter to me that she could barely stand 
the sight of blood or the mere suggestion 
of someone else’s unhappiness. She was 
so sweet and affectionate that she would 
do almost anything to insure the happiness 
of those around her. That’s how I got 
such a throttle hold on her. She was so 
much like Herman that I was determined 
that she should take his place in my life. 

I dressed her always in the current 
fashion. What I couldn’t make for her 
myself, I bought ready made from the two 
most exclusive shops in our town. Her- 
man’s Army compensation was ample for 
our needs unless I married again, and that 
I resolved never to do since that might 
result in our having less money with more 
mouths to feed. It seemed to me that 
among my acquaintances there was a 
tendency to make each successive marriage 
worse than the one before. 

When you’re all wrapped up in what 
you're doing, it doesn’t take long for time 
to pass, and you wake up one morning 
to find that the little girl who was wear- 
ing pigtails contentedly is now clamoring 
for curls. It isn’t long again until it’s 
to top those curls with a-tasseled 
cap; then you sit back and watch your 
baby girl march down the aisle and per- 
haps out of your life. That last thought 
I pushed back into my subconscious mind. 

So the years passed, and Faye was 16 
and a high school graduate. I'd picked 
Dillard University down in New Orleans 
for her nurse training. I’d heard so much 
about the cultural atmosphere there, to 
ay nothing of the unsurpassed facilities. 
So off she went. 

It was hard being without her company. 
[ missed the piano; the nights we sang 
cospel duets together. I missed having her 
come in to kiss my brow before she went 
off to bed, while I put away my sewing 
for the night. However, I took courage 
when I pictured the day when she’d be 
coming back to Sam Houston Hospital to 
work. Then those who’d found fault of 
my efforts to give her the best and to 
chaperon her every move, would find that 
I wasn’t so wrong after all. 

I should have taken advantage of the 
intervening years to go husband hunting. 
Instead, I went house hunting. I found 
just the right little cottage for us in the 
newly formed Lincoln Heights. There were 
two small bedrooms, a bath, a living room 
ind a kitchen. I busied myself making a 
cobblestone walk, planting a flower gar- 
den, a fruit garden and a vegetable garden. 
! walled off a corner for chickens. Facing 
the picture window of the living room I 
placed a mimosa tree, and when it was 


o4 


time 


come of age and height I let it shelter a 
bird bath. For the lawn I would accept 
nothing but St. Augustine grass. 

In my spare time, if I could be said 
to have had any, between my dressmaking 
and homemaking, I collected pieces of odd 
furniture, such as bureaus and buffets with 
marble tops. 

Every time Faye paid me a visit, I had 
something new to make her eyes dance 
and her mouth open wide with pleasure. 
That always gave me something to live 
for until her next return, besides filling 
me with a burning desire to find new 
causes for her pleasure. 

The summer before her graduation, she 
seemed prettier than ever. Her bosom had 
taken on a fullness. She had grown quite 
tall, but she bore her height with regal 
grace. There were light dates with former 
schoolmates whenever she was home, but 
there were no hour-long telephone calls 
or half-the-night dates, so I knew that ev- 
erything was still quite casual. 

During her last year, I began to notice 
a rapt expression on her face as she played 
sentimental music on the piano. Some 
young Dillardite, I thought. Well, if I 
must give her up, let it be to someone 
who can hold himself upright and demand 
what he wants of the world and get it, 
I decided. 

Graduation day came, preceded by ring 
and invitation buying. I was glad when it 
was all over and I started toward the 
front row with the other proud parents. 
Faye had no one else. I had to make 
enough fuss over her to make up for all 
the friends we'd neglected to make. 

I was about to reach her side, when a 
tall, brown, good-looking fellow unknow- 
ingly blocked my way. I would have gone 
around him except that I found that we 
had the same destination. I looked from 
him to Faye, and her radiant face told 
me all I needed to know. These two knew 
each other well, too well! 

She tore herself from his embrace and 
met my shocked eyes. “Bob,” she said, 
“this is our mother.” 

Our mother! Surely she was joking. I 
felt the blood being wrung from my heart, 
but I fought desperately for control of 
myself. 

Then the man was saying in a smooth, 
soft voice that I thought I would always 
hate, “We would have told you sooner, 
but Faye was afraid to say anything about 
it before now. She knew how much you’d 
counted on her waiting until she finished 
school. We just couldn’t wait, could we, 
darling?” He turned to me. “We want 
to ask your forgiveness and your blessing.” 

It took some doing to push open the 
doors of granite that had replaced my lips, 
but I managed a smile. “When did all 
this happen?” 


“Three months ago,” said Faye. “We 
met on the train.” 

“You what!” I cried. 

“[’'m a Pullman porter,” the young man 
said quietly. 

Pullman porter! Oh, no, not that. Not 
bowing and scraping, sweeping and mak. 
ing beds for a living. Suddenly I was 
laughing hysterically. “He’s going to make 
a better wife than you, Faye.” 

Bob seemed surprised at my outburst, 
but he chose not to make an issue of it, | 
must say that it was a handsome car jn 
which he drove us back to Houston. 

Faye helped me to bed, and then she 
went out to fix the guest bedroom for her 
and her husband. I was left alone gazing 
at the twin bed where Faye had always 
slept before. The house was small, and 
Faye had left the door open, so I couldn't 
help hearing Bob sigh and draw in his 
breath suddenly. I could just imagine 
what sort of love play was going on. With 
the door finally shut, what then? 

I couldn’t stand it any longer. I called 
out, and Faye came running immediately, 
a guilty look on her face. That’s what 
decided me. That look on her face told 
me that I could still come first if she 
thought I needed her enough. I had my 
angle. 

“Poor Mom,” she said. “The day has 
been a strain on you. You’ve been working 
too hard. Now you have a son and a 
daughter to take care of you. If it’s all 
right with Bob, Ill just sleep in here with 
you tonight. We'll have so many nights 
together, he and I.” 

I winced. Not if I could help it, | 
vowed; I wasn’t going to Jet my darling 
be wasted on a porter. Besides, I’d heard 
they were like sailors, only worse. Sailors 
had a gal in every port, while porters 
had a legal wife on one end of the line, 
and a common-law wife on the other. 


HEN I AWOKE about ten o’clock 

next morning, Faye had already stolen | 
from bed. The smell of bacon and cof- | 
fee tantalized my nostrils, but more tar 
talizing yet was the thought that she and | 
Bob might have had so much time to 
gether while my worn frame was trying 
to rebuild its strength. I pulled myself 
out to the kitchen, where Faye was pre: 
paring breakfast in her most intimate 
finery. 

“T didn’t mean for you to get up % 
soon, Mom,” she said. “I was going to 
bring your breakfast to you in bed. Its 
about time you enjoyed a little luxtry.” 

I knew I was spoiling her little act when | 
I said, “I’d just as soon come on to the 
table if you don’t mind.” 

“Of course, we don’t. Do we, dear?” j 

I turned to see Bob coming in from the 
bathroom. I put on my very best cloak 
of martyrdom, but I think he saw through 
it, for he didn’t answer. He just gave me 
a long, searching look. I didn’t want him 
to capitulate easily. I wanted him to shov 
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open resentment. That would make Faye 
come to my defense. Then surely she 
wouldn’t want a man from whom she had 
to defend her own mother. I was quite 
subtle about it, but I interrupted anything 
that had the faintest aroma of romance. 

While Faye cleared the table and did 
the dishes, Bob talked to me. I started 
the conversation, of course, by saying: 

“I’m sorry for the way I took on about 
your marriage, but you see I have suf- 
fered from heart disease a long time. I 
never have told Faye, and she mustn’t 
know now. I guess I sort of took it for 
granted that she’d look after me when she 
finished her training. Silly of me,” I smiled 
weakly. “You young people just forget 
about me and live your own lives. What 
plans have you made?” 

He gave me a wary look. “I’m not go- 
ing to take her away from you. I'll be 
here so little that T'Il be glad that she 
has you for company. After this week, 
which they gave me for honeymoon pur- 
poses, I'll be running from New Orleans 
to Oakland. That means that I’ll see Faye 
only two days a week.” 

“Two days a week!” I echoed. So he 
wanted to keep Faye under lock and key 
so he could be sure of her while he was 
visiting his other wife, the one by common- 
law. Well, upsetting his little applecart 
while I brought Faye to her senses was 
certainly going to be a pleasure. 

“Yes, just two days,” he sighed resign- 
edly. “Hereafter, though, we won’t bother 
you with our lovesick mooning. We'll just 
spend those days in a hotel.” 

My heart gave a sickening lurch. I wet 
my suddenly dry lips and rubbed my cold 
damp hands to hide their trembling. Sud- 
denly I was thinking of the days when 
Herman used to come home on leave and 
we'd get a room at a hotel. There’d been 
nothing but the occasional service of the 
maid to interrupt our moments of inti- 
macy. There had been no prying relatives 
to frustrate our purpose and prevent the 
perfect union of body and soul. But why 
should Faye enjoy what I had given up 
in order to make her completely happy? 

I left him then, for Faye had joined us. 
But I knew my course. I would feign such 
illness in Bob’s absence that Faye would 
be afraid to leave me alone. 

Bette Davis or Barbara Stanwyck would 
have envied my acting. I was apparently 
well when Bob pecked my cheek before 
he left, but I grew ill shortly afterward. 
Steadily I appeared to grow worse, finally 
giving up my food and allowing hunger 
to ravage my body. I had never left off 
my meals before. I could see that Faye 
was beginning to believe my illness was 
genuine. However, I flatly refused to let 
her bring in a doctor, declaring that I 
would be well soon. By the time that Bob 
came Faye was in a state of intense anxi- 
ety. 

I heard him tell Faye that she should 


get one of the neighbors to stay with me 
for the two days. 

“Mother has never made close friends 
with any of the neighbors,” said Faye. “Be- 
sides, I’m the only one who knows exactly 
how she likes things done. She never let me 
do much, but at least I watched hér and I 
know just how she likes things.” 

“Tf she’s as sick as you think she is, she 
won't know whether things are being done 
her way or not,” Bob said. 

“What do you mean ‘as sick as I think 
she is’? Are you insinuating that my 
mother is faking?” Faye snapped. 


“T didn’t say that.” said Bob apologeti- | 


cally, “but don’t I look like a flesh and 


blood human to you? You thought so once. | 


I want to put my arms around you like 
this, and just let time stand still.” 

They stopped talking then, and I had 
to use my imagination. I could just see 


| 
| 


her mouth parting to meet his. My body | 


burst into a flame of 
thought, and I called her sharply, “Faye!” 

“Yes, Mother?” she queried, her voice 
thick with passion. 

“Come start the fan,” 
gasp. “It’s hot in here.” 

I should have got out of that bed right 
then and walked miles until I cooled the 
demons in me. 

Faye hurried into the room and dis- 
tractedly plugged in the fan. Then with- 
out focusing the breeze on me, she went 
out to rejoin Bob. He was gone. I could 
hear her walking disconsolately about in 
the house. One day she would thank me for 
weeding him out of her life. Puppy love is 
harder than the real thing, I 


I managed to 


always 
thought. 

I pretended to be asleep when Faye 
took the other twin bed as usual, but I 


jealousy at the | 


knew that she made no move to join Bob 


when he came in much later. 


tension in 


HERE WAS so much 


air next morning, that I was tempted to 


the | 


let up on them, but when the day was | 
over and Bob was once again on his way, 


I strengthened my first resolve. 

I clung to the invalid role all the next 
week, afraid that if I didn’t, Faye would 
see through my little scheme. It was hard. 


though, to barely nibble or altogether re- | 


fuse the tasty tidbits she 
tempt my appetite. Also, whenever Faye 


prepared to | 


sat down to cheer me with gospel music | 
at the piano, I felt like joining her with | 
my deep alto voice the way I always had. | 
I resisted the impulse, and I could see she | 


was really impressed with my act. 

Then Bob was home again, and I was 
sharing her unwillingly with him. I sensed 
a smoldering resentment on his part, but 
the hostilities didn’t flare into the open 
until night fell. Young lovers usually retire 
early, and I heard Bob urging Faye to 
hurry and come to bed. I didn’t hear her 
muffled reply, but she must have objected 
to going to bed before I was safely asleep. 

I heard him whisper savagely, “It’s 
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plain to me that she’s putting on an act. 
She doesn’t want me around. You mean 
to tell me that you, a nurse, haven’t caught 
on in these two weeks?” 

I heard him bounce out of bed, and I 
guessed that he was putting on his clothes. 
He would stay out late again, I thought. 
I just couldn’t resist asking when she 
came in to make me comfortable for the 
night, “Where’s Bob?” 

“Oh, he went out for cigarettes,” she 
lied brightly. She plumped up my pillows, 
kissed my cheek absently, and went out. 

I waited there interminable moments 
until she had quit tossing in bed. and I 
figured that she was asleep. I decided to 
go down to the icebox and load up on 
food. I was terribly hungry from pretend- 
ing that I had no appetite. I had gone the 
limit. I had to have food or I would soon 
be really sick. Perhaps if she noticed that 
the food had disappeared, she would think 
that Bob had had a late snack. If I could 
just avoid being caught by Bob. 

It was in an orgy of overindulgence 
that I was discovered. In my agony of 
hunger I hadn’t bothered to put on slip- 
pers. I couldn’t take the time to make 
sandwiches. I just stood there before the 
open refrigerator and stuffed down what- 
ever got in the way of my avid fingers. 

“Mother.” I heard Faye saying in a 
voice that dabbed ice on my spine, “do 
you come out of your invalid act every 
night about this time?” 

“Faye, let Mother explain,” I began. 

“Don’t bother. Bob was right about you. 
You never forgave us for marrying with- 
out your consent. It was wrong for us to do 
it, but I knew how much you counted on 
our going through life, just the two of us 
together, and I didn’t want to hurt you.” 

I raised my hand to say something, but 
she kept on. 

“You’d had your man and a child. I 
couldn’t help it if you felt that your life 
ended in me. I knew that mine didn’t end 
in you. You gave me the best of every- 
thing, but that didn’t give you the right to 
force me to live in a convent. Or did you 
want me to wait until you found a man 
with money and social position? I’m go- 
ing to pack my clothes, and we’re leaving 
when Bob gets back.” 

I felt the hollowness of the years rush- 
ing at me. I went back to my bed and lay 
there waiting for Bob’s step as much as 
Faye was. I heard a siren blow, a long 
wailing sound, and I watched the sky turn 
into a lurid red flame. Bob would tell us 
what the matter was when he came. I 
couldn’t sleep. I wanted to go to Faye, but 
I didn’t dare. 

I was still awake two hours later when 
there was a knock at the door. I fumbled 
for my housecoat at the foot of the bed, 
and went to the door, still pulling it on. 
I put on the porch light, and saw two 
policemen escorting a woman who was 


well-known for her activities as a call gip] 
in our neighborhood. She had been crying. 
“He must have burned up in there. Your 
son-in-law, he was in my house, drunk” 

There was a scream from the bedroom 
door, and we all turned to see Faye {lj 
limply to the floor in a dead faint. The 
two policemen rushed forward to catch 
her. Netty, the girl, called the ambulance. 
While we were trying to bring her around, 
I got the rest of the story. They, Netty 
and Bob, had had a lot to drink, and 
she'd gone out to get some more. She’ 
come back to find the place in flames and 
surrounded by spectators. At first she'd 
thought that she wouldn’t tell that he was 
in there. Somebody might blame her. Then 
she decided she’d better tell, but by that 
time everything had burned to the ground, 

Faye came to then, and when she looked 
around and remembered, she began scream. 
ing at me, “You killed him! You killed 
him!” They didn’t know what she meant, 
I didn’t have to explain, for the ambv. 
lance was there, and the attendant quickly 
gave her a hypo. 

I went along, too numb to think. I just 
wanted to be around if anyone needed me, 
I'd made such a mess of things that | 
wondered if she would hate me when it 
was all over. 

Early that morning a nurse came to tell | 
me that I’d better go home to get some 
rest, that Faye was sleeping under the in. 
fluence of sedatives. She called a taxi for 
me. 

As we drew near the house I saw a 
light on, but then I remembered that it 
might have been left on in my haste. | 
really grew alarmed when I found the 
door unlocked. Bob was the only other 
person who had a key to the door. Fear 
fully, I pushed the door open. There in 
the living room, sprawled on the sofa, was 
Bob. I’ve always despised drunks, but this 





one looked good and smelled good to me. 
I slapped his face smartly, but that didn't 
make him come out of it. Then I used 
cold towels. That helped a little. I sped to 
the kitchen and made coffee. Finally I got 
him to drink a little of it. Then I tried to 
get him to understand that Faye was in 
the hospital thinking he was dead. That 
did it. He got sober in seconds. I called 
him a taxi. 

“Aren’t you coming too, Mother?” he 
asked. “But that’s right, you're sick.” 

“No. I’m not going,” I said. “She’s seen 
enough of me for a while. She just wants 
to see you.” 

I found out later that theirs was a lovely | 
reunion. When they came home from the | 
hospital that evening, I had all their 
things packed. This time they were both 
going to Oakland. Two people in love f 
didn’t need an old woman like me around. 
And now that I had sense enough to sé 
it, my own happiness could thrive on the 
happiness of my daughter. THE END 
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I Couldn’t Escape My Past 


(Continued from Page 37) 


dish towel to help with the dishes. 

I knew that Ruth was on the day shift, 
having talked with her on the phone earlier 
that week. She was still unmarried and had 
another roommate. When I reached her 
apartment, I found her sitting on the bed, 
dressed in the same navy wrapper, busily 
working on her nails. 

“Hi. Sit down.” She invited. “You look 
terrible. Kids sick or something?” 

“No. It’s a lot worse than that.” I re- 
plied and proceeded to explain my prob- 


Jem. 

“Holy smoke!” she exclaimed. “You're 
in a real mess.” 

“How am I ever going to tell Jim? And 
yet, I've got to,” I said. 

“The only thing you’ve got to do is die 
and pay taxes.” Ruth remarked philosoph- 
ically. However, I could see that she was 
thinking furiously. 

“Ruth, I want this boy. I want him very 
much. I can’t stand the thought of people 
kicking him around like this. Jim’s such 
a good father, I’m sure he’d love him, too.” 

“Oh, yeah?” Ruth looked up from light- 
ing a cigarette. “Let’s look at it from 
Jim’s point of view. The guy’s crazy about 
you. All of a sudden you tell him that you 
had a child by another man. He’s bound 
to be jealous of the other guy. Everytime 
he looks at Martin, he’s reminded of the 
other guy and the things you did. Be- 
sides, he’s bound to be partial to his own 
kids. Martin might wind up more unhappy 
than he’s ever been before. You'd have 
fights about it and the kid would become 
the whipping boy.” 

“You don’t know Jim like I do or you 
wouldn’t say these things.” I protested. 
realizing nevertheless that what Ruth said 
could happen. 

“And another thing.” Ruth narrowed her 
eyes and pointed her cigarette at me to 
emphasize her point, “if it comes to a show- 
down, Jim could get a divorce and take the 
children away from you. Have you thought 
of that?” 

“He wouldn’t do that,” I cried. shocked 
at the suggestion. 

“I wouldn’t bet on it. The smartest thing 
you can do is to call that woman and tell 
her your husband says no to the deal and 
just forget the whole thing.” 

“T can’t forget. I just can’t.” I told Ruth. 
my brain a turmoil of conflicting thoughts. 

Nonetheless, the next morning, I acted 
on Ruth’s advice. Mrs. Dolan was very 
cold to me when I phoned. “Well. of 
course, if you feel that way about it. we'll 
have to find Martin a suitable home. 
Thanks for letting me know,” she said. 
“Mrs. Dolan—wait. There’s something 
I'd like to ask you,” I said timidly. 

“Yes?” 


“ 
Could I—do you suppose I could see 


him. Maybe give him a present?” Hope- 
fully, I asked. 

“I’m sorry, but that’s impossible. It’s 
against the rules.” There was no change 
in the coolness of her voice. 

“But—but I only want to see him. 
my boy.” I protested. 

“No, Mrs. Connelly. He’s the ward of 
Furthermore. he doesn’t know 


He’s 


the county. 
that he has any living parents. It wouldn't 
be fair to him. It’s just out of the ques- 
tion.” the woman concluded. 

“Please Mrs. Dolan. Couldn't you make 
an exception, just this once?” I begged. 

“I’m sorry.” was all she said. I could 
sense a note of impatience in her tone. so 
after thanking her for her trouble, I hung 
up and went into the bedroom where | 
sobbed for a long time. 

How could I live with myself knowing 
how very much Martin needed me? I was 
tempted a hali-dozen times that day to dis- 
card Ruth’s advice and tell Jim everything. 
but always. the threat of possibly losing 
Jim and my babies brought me to the de- 
cision that I would simply have to live 
with this terrible ache. I thought a great 
deal of the past. remembering my father’s 
when he Jearned that I was 
pregnant. I remembered the Home of the 
Good Shepherd: the understanding kind- 
ness of the nuns. the awful waiting and the 
dreadful pain and aloneness during Mar- 


revilements 


tin’s birth. There was no one to comfort 
me, no one to be proud and happy. There 
was only the awful sense of shame and the 
burning desire to get away from it. Other 
girls had decided to keep their babies and 
provide for them. I was one of the few 
who was too weak to face up to the situa- 
tion and I knew that I was being weak 


again in denying Martin a home. 


vy HE DAYS and weeks and months went 

by and I dragged through them like a 
gray ghost. losing weight from my inabil- 
ity to eat or sleep properly. Jim became 
physical deterioration, 
How could 


alarmed over 
but I refused to see a doctor. 
medicine heal a broken heart? 
passed a group of dark- 


my 


Everytime | 
haired boys about Martin’s age. I felt im- 
pelled to stop and speak to them and to 
wonder if one of them could be my boy. 
Each time the paper listed an unidentified 
boy his age as being hurt in an accident. I 
devoured the article and for days I would 
be driven by the thought that it might be 
Martin. I cried constantly and at the most 
unexpected things. There were also mo- 
ments when I laughed uproariously over 
nothing at all. thinking only of the irony 
of fate. I could feel myself nearing a break- 
ing point, but felt helpless to stop myself. 

I remember clearly the morning when it 
finally happened. Jim had the habit of ris- 
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Rt tate, 


ing early and getting his own breakfast 
to permit me to get as much rest as pos- 
sible, but I always heard him and only 
pretended to be sleeping in order not to 
worry him. It was a cold, and bleak day in 
March. After waking from a restless al- 
most sleepless night, I sat up in bed tense 
with resolution. My pulses were pound- 
ing hard. My brain was a hot, red fog. I 
couldn’t seem to form thoughts naturally. 
My whole being was consumed by the one 
thought: Today—today, I must do some- 
thing about Martin. I must see him. I 
must. I must see Martin. 

I felt light-headed as I eased out of bed. 
My mind seemed to be apart from my body. 
Mechanically, I dressed and fed the chil- 
dren. I remember taking them over to a 
neighbor’s. Every street sound startled me 
and I jumped inside. I don’t remember 
much about the bus ride downtown. In no 
time at all, I was in the lobby of the County 
Child Welfare Bureau telling a young re- 
ceptionist that I had come to see my child. 

“Martin? Martin who?” she asked, hold- 
ing a telephone trunk line in a manicured 
hand. 

“Just Martin. Mrs. 
about him. Ask her.” 

I could see the flicker of suspicion creep 
into her eyes. “Do you have an appoint- 
ment with Mrs. Dolan?” she asked. 

“No. Of course I don’t have an appoint- 
ment. I don’t really want to see Mrs. Dolan. 
It’s Martin—” my voice rose sharply. I 
could feel the hysteria building up in my 
tense body. Why was there so much fuss 
about seeing a little boy, 

“May I have your name, please?” The 
girl continued, still holding the trunk line. 

“I’m Mrs. Connelly. Why don’t you ring 
her?” I asked impatiently. Just then, there 
was a buzz and a small light went on. The 
girl manipulated the lines swiftly. I turned 
away from her to look about the room. 
There were several people sitting, waiting. 
The receptionist called me by name. 

“Mrs. Connelly. I just spoke to the 
worker. She says she’s sorry. She just 
won’t have a minute to spare to see you this 


” 


Dolan knows all 


morning. 

lhe rebuff—that’s what did it. I became 
furious. “I don’t care about seeing her. 
I just told you. I want to see my boy. I 
want to see Martin. I’ve just got to. You 
must tell me where to find him.” There 
was a sound of pounding. It was I, pound- 
ing the desk. A look of alarm appeared 
on the girl’s face. She tried to calm me, 
all the time doing things to her switch- 
board. “I will not quiet down! He’s my 
boy and I have a perfect right to see him!” 
| screamed at the frantic girl. There was 
someone beside me calling my name. I 
turned to intercept a signal between Mrs. 
Dolan and the switchboard girl. The peo- 
ple in the room were all staring at me. 

“Mrs. Connelly, please come into my of- 
fice, won’t you?” The social worker’s 
voice was low and soothing. 

[ turned on her, blazing with fury. 
“You've got to let me see him. Do you hear 


ro 
IO 


me? I won’t leave until you do!” 

“Yes. Yes, of course. Now come with 
me.” I could feel her firm hold on my arm. 

We walked down the hall, while I at- 
tempted tearfully to explain how I felt. 
The cool water which Mrs. Dolan handed 
me in a paper cup tasted good. 

Suddenly, framed in the doorway, stood 
two police officers. “Where’s the woman 
causing a disturbance?” one of the officers 
asked, shifting his look from Mrs. Dolan 
to appraise me. I was stunned. They 
meant me. The police had come for me. 

“T would suggest City Hospital.” I heard 
Mrs. Dolan say. 

“You can’t do this to me.” I sprang to 
my feet. Each man took me by the arm and 
began to lead me out. I could hear myself 
shrieking back at Mrs. Dolan. “He’s my 
kid. You have no right to keep him away 
from me. I'll sue you. I'll fix you for this.” 
I could feel myself struggling fiercely, but 
the officers were determined. 

In the police car, I slumped into hope- 
lessness. I don’t remember much of any- 
thing after that. There were the hospital 
people, frequent injections and blessed, re- 
freshing sleep. The rountine seemed to con- 
tinue night and day with little variation. 
I fought to remember against a torpor of 
leadenness, but I could not. 


HE MORNING CAME when I woke 

alert and relaxed. That afternoon, a 
doctor came to visit me. He was a small, 
bald man with a fringe of black-gray hair 
across the back of his head. There was a 
calm, strong quality in him. He inspired 
trust and, in a way, reminded me of Papa. 

“You've had a close one, Mrs. Connelly.” 
He smiled at me and hitched the hospital 
chair a little closer to my bed. 

“Just over-tired,” I replied. 

“You were on the verge of a nervous 
breakdown. We'll need your cooperation 
to get at the cause of it, so that it won’t 
happen again.” 

“Tt’s nothing—just nerves.” 

“I’m the doctor, remember? I'll tell you. 
You listen. We think there’s probably a 
strong guilt complex at the bottom of your 
trouble. Now, it’s up to you to make a real 
effort to get rid of it. You can begin by 
talking it out, while I listen.” 

Startled, I sat up straight. “Are you one 
of those psychiatrist doctors? You think 
I’m crazy. Well, I’m not.” I felt insulted. 

“T don’t think you’re crazy. You need 
help—my help.” 

“All I need is a little rest.” 

“That, too,” he nodded his head. 

“There’s nothing to tell,” I persisted 
stubbornly. 

“Very well. If you change your mind, 
tell the nurse. She'll send for me.” He 
rose to leave, making notation’s on a paper 
which was attached to a clipboard. “By 
the way, your husband is coming out to see 
you this evening.” 

“Jim?” I stopped a moment to reflect 
how dreadful all this must be for him. 
“That’s good. I'll be glad to see him.” 


“Thought you would be.” The doctor 
grinned, leaving the room. 

That evening, it was wonderful seeing 
Jim again, although he looked pale and 
drawn and was trying so desperately to he 
gay. I felt a pang of remorse for the 
anxiety I must have caused him. After the 
first time, I looked forward each succeed. 
ing day to Jim’s companionable visit. Qp 
the fifth night, he looked uneasy during 
my recitation of the day’s events at the hos. 
pital. When I stopped to look questiop. 
ingly at him, he took over the conversation, 

“Dolores. There’s something I must tell 
you. Dr. McPherson told me to.” 

“What is it, Jim?” Was the doctor plan. 
ning to probe through my husband? 

He looked seriously at me. “I know all 
about Martin.” The suddenness of it was a 
shock. “Now, don’t say anything. Let me 
go on. I went to see Ruth and finally got 
the whole story from her.” 

I turned away from Jim. “I’m go 
ashamed. I never meant for you to know. 
Can you ever forgive me?” I whispered, 
not knowing how to be natural with him. 

“Darling, there’s nothing to be ashamed 
of. We all make mistakes. I can’t get over 
how you carried this load all to yourself.” 
Jim wasn’t angry. I turned back to look 
at him. There was a glow of tenderness 
in his face. 

“There’s something else,” he said. “| 
went to see Mrs. Dolan about getting the 
boy.” 

I sat upright in bed consumed with 
eagerness. “Yes? What did she say?” 

“Now, don’t get yourself all excited. 
We’re too late. He was adopted just a few 
days after she talked to you about him. 
It’s a middle-aged couple. He’s a business 
man. She says Martin is very happy and 
settled. The adoption has gone through 
the courts, so it’s final.” 

“Adopted?” I dropped weakly back on 
the pillows. There was a finality in the 
word. Somehow the thought hadn’t oc- 





curred to me. I could hardly believe it. 
Then, he was all right now. He didn’t need 
me anymore. Slowly, the haunted feeling, , 
the ache began to drain out of me. It was 
good to know that Martin was all right. 

“Now. don’t get yourself in a stew.” 
There was concern in Jim’s face and the 
fear that he had done the wrong thing. 
“He’s got a fine home. He’ll probably get 
a chance to get to college. Now, you know 
on my salary, I’d do well to send our kids 
to college.” Jim was pleading with me to 
accept the truth. 

Suddenly, I knew it was the best thing. 
Jim had said, “our kids.” No matter how 
kind he might have been to Martin, there } 
would always be the feeling that he was an } 
outsider. I sighed deeply with relief. Reach | 
ing out a hand, I stroked Jim’s hair. 

“It’s all right. Don’t worry about it. It’s 
all right. It was wonderful of you to try 
to get Martin. I'll always be grateful.” 

“Are you sure?” Jim was hard to com 
vince. 

“Positive.” I smiled. 
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“Can you stand any more surprises?” 

“What now?” I grinned. 

“Your mother and dad are downstairs 
waiting to see you.” 

“What?” I had told Jim I had no family. 
Ruth must have gone all out in revealing 
my secrets. 

“They've been here every night this 
week. Want me to tell them to come up?” 

“Jim, how can I face them after all these 
years. What can I say to them?” Anxiety 
took hold of me. All my lies came tumbling 
down too fast. 

“Don’t worry, darling. I'll be right here.” 

“All right then,” I agreed uncertainly. 
While I waited for them to come up, I 
found that I understood them at last. There 
was no longer any bitterness in my heart 
against them for their brutal treatment of 
me when I had made my terrible mistake. 
Being a parent, I could appreciate that 
parents are fallible and can err, also. Then, 
too, I knew what unhappiness the past 
years must have held for them over my 
problem, particularly for plump, loving 
Mama. Also, I could remember myself as 
an eager teen-ager, rushing headlong to 
grasp at life and love, so maybe the fault 
was certainly mine, too. 

Mama came into the room first, a little 
shyly, prodded along by Jim. 

“Mama, Mama,” I cried over and over 
holding out my arms. She rushed into 
them, sobbing and calling out my name. 
We both cried and laughed. Over her 
shoulder I could see small, round Papa, 
uncomfortable in his Sunday suit, shaking 
hands with Jim and wiping away a vagrant 
tear. It just wouldn’t do for the dignified 
owner of a fruit and vegetable stand to cry. 
That was for women. Or at least, that’s 
what Papa always used to say. 


THE END 





On The Records 


(Continued from Page 15) 


main section, Ruff punctuating the phrases 
on his bass to carry out the melodic in- 
terpretation right along with the piano. 

Mitchell and Ruff make their music 
original by mixing forms within the prin- 
cipal form. For instance, on Yesterdays, 
the torch standard, they begin with a 
chorale-like opening for piano and bowed 
bass, move to a section based on a Bach 
chaconne, then to some jazz and on into 
impressions from Beethoven’s stormy sona- 
ta before ending with a repeat of the open- 
ing. 

Before Mitchell and Ruff made the Epic 
album, they were known only to a few 
night club patrons. They had worked The 
Embers in New York and a nitery in 
Las Vegas prior to recording the sides. 

Mitchell is a Jacksonville, Florida-born 
student at the Philadelphia Academy of 
Music; Ruff, from Sheffield, Ala., studied 
music at Yale University. Both ex-GI’s, 
they met and first tried out their musical 
experiments together in the Army. 
















| ee 
look in your 6 mirror today 


and see your hair 
lovely as fashion 
means it to be! 


4 


_ 


wie 
i in 
3 





Today, gorgeous new hair color is 
fashion... and today, you can look 
in your mirror and see the same 
glowing, lustrous color chosen by 
models like this famous beauty here! 
Yes, with Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring, you can give your hair 
exquisite new color, long-lasting, 
natural-looking color...easy as 
1-2-3! 

Remember—Godefroy’s Larieuse Hair 
Coloring is the famous, dependable 
brand in the red box, known and 
approved for more than 50 years. 
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Get it at your favorite cosmetic — exquisite 
counter—today—and see your hair a 
lovely as fashion means it to be! shades rid, aS 
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7. Shampoo hair thor- 2. Apply Godefroy'’s 3. After color has de- 
oughly. As it dries, mix Larieuse with handy veloped, shampoo hair 
Godefroy's Larieuse applicator included in again and set in your 
as directed. package. favorite style. 
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THE NEXT 
MEDICAL MILESTONE— 
CONQUEST 
OF CANCER? 


In a few short years we’ve 
seen the discovery of antibiotics, 
new wonder drugs for 
tuberculosis, a vaccine for polio. 
We will see the conquest 
of cancer, too, if people 
want it badly enough. 
Last year the American 
Cancer Society was unable to 
fill requests for research 
funds totalling almost 
$3,000,000. The reason— 
not enough money. Did 
you give all you could? 
Will you give all you can? 
Give to your Unit of the 
American Cancer Society, or 
mail your gift to CANCER, 
c/o your town’s Postmaster. 
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AMERICAN CANCER 
SOCIETY 











Rebound Husband 


(Continued from Page 39) 


so fervently, the miracle happened. In the 

third grueling year we drubbed every- 

thing that came our way and groomed our- 
selves for the state meet. 

At last we were on our way, my team 
of happy girls and I. 

Everybody cheered when we entered the 
big gymnasium. Two stripe-shirted officials 
came over to me, and I found myself 
looking into the familiar face of Hilton 
Brown who’d graduated from Landing 
High two years before. 

“T’'ll bet they don’t let you officiate in 
our game if they know you’re one of our 
graduates,” I said as he squeezed my hand. 

“Don’t I know it,” he lamented. “One or 
two of the coaches have already recognized 
me as a former student here. Jimmy here 
is going to take care of it though. The 
difference is the same.” 

I turned to his companion, more than 
six feet of athletic body, his coarse hair 
cut in that crew style I adored. 

Taking my free hand he said, “Miss 
Alfreda Jones, I'll bet I know everything 
there is to know about you. Hilton here, 
my roommate of two years’ standing and 
sitting, has talked of nothing else. You're 
a wonder woman he says. He must have a 
crush on you.” 

Hilton blushed furiously, “He’s a won- 
der man, too. He talked me out of the 
English major you told me I could be and 
persuaded me instead into physical educa- 
tion.” 

“Perhaps that means we'll have at least 
one coach who will bother to do his swear- 
ing in good grammar. See you later.” I 
went to find my team. 

I could see why Hilton was no match 
for Joel’s overwhelming personality. In 
the first place Joel wasn’t exactly a boy. 
“He musi be about my age,” I thought 
to myself. “Possibly a war vet.” 

In the dressing room I found that my 
girls had abandoned their usual calm and 
were acting jittery. 

We drew a by for the preliminaries. I 
was glad, for I knew how my team longed 
for the championship title. They would 
have time now to gain that calm, cool 
composure that was responsible for their 
former successes. It meant too, that I 
could relax and watch Joel call the vari- 
ous games. 

Soon I was admiring him for calling 
out the various violations with cold ruth- 
lessness. It made me a little uncomfort- 
able, however, to know that my team 
would soon be under his precise judgment. 
I didn’t know then that they were going 

to take him out during the semi-finals 
so that he would be fresh to officiate in 
the finals. 

My team was lucky enough in the semi- 
finals to be matched with a team that had 
managed to win over a tired group. It 


wasn’t hard, therefore, for Daisy Lou, my 
5-foot 8-inch forward, to sink basket after 
basket. Members of my team had played 
together until there was something of an 
uncanny telepathic system among them, 
Amid deafening applause, they took over 
in the semi-finals. 

Then came the final game with Joel 
officiating and Terry High as our worthy 
opponents who had never suffered defeat, 
Both teams played with cool deliberation, 
Scoring was kept low by excellent guards 
on both sides, and when one side did 
score. the other was sure to pull up to a 
parallel position soon thereafter. My only 
hope was that Number 24 on the opposing 
team, a guard who must have been an 
inch taller than Daisy Lou, would foul out, 

Finally, with the score 22-22, I saw 
Daisy Lou make a desperate break toward 
our basket. My heart sank as she charged 
upon Number 24 and the referee blew his 
whistle. Number 24 was as good at the 
free-throw line as she was as a guard. | 
threw my hands up to my face, unwilling 
to see the spectacle. The applause rang 
out. Slowly I removed my trembling hands 
and stared. 

I couldn’t believe my eyes! Daisy Lou 
was taking the last of two shots that had 
been given her when the official called 
“charging” on Number 24. She must have 
made them both, for the score board said 
24-22 in our favor, and that’s the way it 
stood at the end of the fourth quarter. 


LATER: AS the kids danced exultantly 

in the school’s Bop Shop, Joel walked 
over to me. “You know something?” | 
said. “I could have sworn that Daisy Lou 
charged on Number 24.” 

“A referee has to call those things as 
he sees them. Besides, you mustn’t worry 
your pretty poodle-noodle about it. You're 
not the coaching type, that is, unless you 
want to coach me in a few things.” 

“Like what?” I asked. 

“Like what you do with those weekends 
when you’re just plain Alfreda, and not 
Coach Jones?” 

Here it was, the moment I’d longed for, 
when a man could see me as a desirable 
woman. Too afraid of losing my one big 
chance, I literally fell over myself. 

“Well,” I said, “this ends the basketball 
season. My weekends are free now.” Then 
I realized that I was telling him I was 
perpetually dateless, and I grew hot all 
over. He didn’t appear to have noticed 
my blunder. 

“Why don’t you pick me up here early 
next Saturday morning, and let’s drive 
to New Orleans. Ever been there?” 

“Passed through is all,” I said, deciding 
Hilton must have told him I had a car. 

“Great. I'll show you around. What do 
you say?” 
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“I guess I can,” I said reluctantly. 

“You're going to have to be surer than 
that, if I'm going to hike all the way 
out here to meet you.” 

Let this man slip out of my life? This 
was Opportunity himself. “I'll come,” I 
said. 

Just then Hilton Brown joined us. When 
he congratulated me on my victory, I saw 
a look of understanding pass between the 
two men, but I couldn’t tell whether they 
were signaling about our date or about this 
mysterious victory of mine. 

Back home that week, my moods ran to 
all the extremes and I was extremely 
fidgety. Friday morning Mom appeared 
at my door and said, “T don’t think Ill 
pick up the groceries this evening. To- 
morrow will do as well.” 

“I wish you’d pick them up this evening 
as usual,” I said, pulling my blouse over 
my head. “I’m driving down to New Or- 
leans tomorrow.” 

“I thought you’d played your last game.” 

“We have. This is business.” Grim busi- 
ness, my mind echoed. 

She thought for a moment, her finger 
beside her nose. Then as she turned away, 
“lll have the list ready when you come 
home.” 

Good thing she went along to the super 
market that evening, for I was in no 
condition. to think about such things as 
ground beef, ham butts, or two boxes of 
salt for 15 cents. 


RY AS I MIGHT, I couldn’t sleep well 

that night. Next morning I was up 
early, partly because I couldn’t bear to 
meet my parents’ eyes and partly because 
I could no longer fool myself that sleep 
would finally come. 

The morning being crisp, I wore a cud- 
dly pink sweater set with a navy blue 
skirt and matching shoes. In the back of 
the car I hung a black, rhinestoned date 
dress, just in case we stayed until after 
dark. 

Soon I was racing along the highway 
even though I knew I was far ahead of 
schedule. When I arrived at our meeting 
place, I wondered why Joel was not there. 
Perhaps for him this did not represent 
“do or die” as it did for me. I looked 
at my watch. I was 30 minutes too soon. 
I had seen a little road about three miles 
back. I decided to go back, stay about 
half an hour and come again. 

This I did. Pulling off the highway, I 
inspected my makeup and rehearsed my 
casual greeting. That was the longest 25 
minutes I ever experienced. 

At last it was over and I cruised lazily 
to the meeting place. It never occurred 
to me at the time that my slow rate would 
certainly imply that I must have left home 
very early, which would again testify to 
the eagerness I felt. 

As I neared the appointed spot, I could 
see Joel’s form outlined against the sky- 
line. Well, I thought, maybe he wasn’t 


over-anxious as I was, but he was at least 
punctual. 

“Hi ya?” he called as he moved toward 
the wheel. I slid over; there was nothing 
else to do. He had come over very mas- 
terfully to the driver’s side and waited 
for me to slide over. So masculine, I 
thought, as I slid to the other corner. 

“Come back here,” he commanded. “I’m 
not one of those guys who become traffic 
hazards when they get girls in their arms.” 

“You speak as if you’ve had lots of 
practice,” I accused. 

“Enough. Who knows, though? This 
may be my last rehearsal.” He bent to 
press a light kiss on my lips, while my 
heart beat with such wild joy that it 
nearly crowded my lungs to the point of 
suffocation. During the rest of the trip 
we rode with one of his arms around me. 
We made no stops, for I had filled the 
tank the evening before. 

Upon reaching New Orleans, I was a 
little disappointed to find that Joel had 
really come on business. “I might as well 
find out what happened to those applica- 
tions I filled out last time I was here,” he 
said. 

I waited outside while he went into a 
big building on Carondelet Street. He 
didn’t look too happy when he came out. 
Later he took me to the post office build- 
ing. He looked even less happy when he 
came out of there. I didn’t ask questions. 
I have sense enough to know when a 
person lost in private thoughts. 

It all came out while we were having 
lunch. “I’m not going to school next year. 
I'll work a year and go back,” he an- 
nounced. 

“But why?” I asked. 

“T’ve used all the GI time I’m entitled 
to. I’m going into the post office and 
become one of those men you never see, 
who shuffles letters for persons he’ll never 
know and places he’ll never visit. I know 
you're thinking that some men would give 
anything to be able to work in a post 
office. To me it will be like entering a 
penitentiary, except that I will be privi- 
leged to go to my own little hole in the 
wall at night.” He tapped his knife de- 
spondently on the tablecloth and smiled 
at me ruefully. 

My. heart was squeezed by panic and 
pity at the same time. Pity said, “His 
ambitions will die,” while Panic said si- 
multaneously, “You won’t see him again.” 

“Next year would have been your last 
year in college?” I asked commiseratingly. 

“Yes,” he smiled bravely, “but better 
men than I have had to take their educa- 
tion piece meal. Forget it. That’s fried 
chicken you’re eating.” 

“Maybe that’s why I’m not excited. Dad 
raises the things by the hundreds. 

“Yes, Hilton told me. I guess I called 
myself giving you what you were used to. I 
never suspected you might be tired of it.” 

He was genuinely crestfallen, and I 
hastened to amend my words. “I didn’t 


mean it like that. I was trying to say 









SKINNY? 


New Way Quickly PUTS POUNDS 
and INCHES FIRM FLESH 
on Scrawny Skinny Figures 

When Underweight is Caused 
by Poor Appetite or Poor 
Eating Habits 


NOT A SUGARY MIXTURE, 
NO FISHY OILS, NO 
DRUGS, NO OVEREATING 


If you are skinny, thin and under 
weight because of poor a. 
= eating habits, tr Y WATE-O 

st weight gains of 5 pounds . 

10 pounds . . . 20 pounds and more 
reported. New WATE-ON is the body building all-in-one meal 
of easily digested calories you've long heard was coming. 
HOMOGENIZED, Fortified with Vitamin D, blood building 
Vitamin B-12 and quick energy elements. Cheeks fill out, 
neck and bustline gains, skinny underweight figures that 
need these extra calories fill out all over the body. Fights 
fatigue, low resistance, loss of sleep, poor qndurante. 
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Maximum daily dosage of WATE-ON is as rich in calories as 
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with small stomachs who fill up and lose a — fast. War 
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Starts putting on firm flesh first day. Put on weight to your 
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@ Send your songs of poems today. 
Music composed for your words. Re- 
cords and copies furnished. Let us try 
to help you be a success in this field. 
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Do you realize that when your “HAIR GOES 
BACK TOO FAST,” and your scalp is ITCHY 
and your HAIR MATS, sweat may be the invis- 
ible devil? As a woman, you have more sweat 
glands on your head than a man. Sweat contains 
acids which must not be permitted to dry, as this 
allows bacteria to nest. Enjoy the benefit of daily 


brushing and combing with LAN-O-TRESS. It 
not only ATTACKS BACTERIA AND DAN. 
DRUFF, but it also GLORIFIES and _ gives 
YOUR HAIR A NEW, HIGH LUSTRE. It is 
wonderful, girls—just try it! 

SPECIAL—WITH THIS COUPON ONLY— 
Mail the coupon below with your name and ad- 
dress and $1 and you will receive the regular $2 
size plastic, unbreakable jar of LAN-O-TRESS. 
You will also receive FREE of charge, our latest 
Beauty Bulletin and Doctor’s Advice Booklet to 
help you solve your hair and skin problems. 
MONEY BACK IF YOU ARE NOT 
THRILLED WITH THE LOVELY NEW 
LOOK OF YOUR HAIR. Write now to 
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Tense, Nervous 
Headaches Need 
This Relief 


A survey shows 3 out of 4 doctors recommend the 
famous ingredients of Anacin to relieve pain. Here’s 
why Anacin® gives better total effect in pain relief 
than aspirin or any buffered aspirin: 


gam ACTS INSTANTLY: Anacin goes to work instantly. 
Brings fast relief to source of your pain. 


mum> MORE EFFECTIVE: Anacin is like a doctor's pre- 
scription. That is, Anacin contains not one, but a 
combination of medically proven ingredients, 


— SAFER: Anacin simply can not upset your stomach, 


> LESSENS TENSION: Anacin also reduces nervous 
tension, leaves you relaxed, feeling fine after 
pain goes. Buy Anacin Tablets today! 


~ Shrinks Hemorrhoids 
New Way Without Surgery 


Science Finds Healing Substance That 
Relieves Pain—Shrinks Hemorrhoids 

For the first time science has found a 
new healing substance with the astonishing 
ability to shrink hemorrhoids and to relieve 
pain — without surgery. 

In case after case, while gently relieving 
pain, actual reduction (shrinkage) took 
place, 

Most amazing of all — results were so 
thorough that sufferers made astonishing 
statements like “Piles have ceased to be a 
problem!’ 

The secret is a new healing substance 

Bio-Dyne*)—discovery of a world-famous 
research institute, 

BY, is substance is now available in sup- 
pe sitory or ointment form under the name 

eparation H.* Ask for it at all drug count- 
ers—money back guarantee, “*Reg. U.S. Pat. oft. 


HOW to PRAY 


and get RESULTS 


The true way to —. will open 
for you when you know how 
for and how to accept the gifts that 
GOD has a. ig a those that 
love and obey 

THE MAGIC" FORMULA for 

SUCCESSFUL PRAYER 

Here are some of the ——, ——— 
it tells you about: e -, dl _ pra 
Where to pray; Ho 2 pra: The 
Magic Formulas for “Health ana Suc- 
cess through prayer; for conquering 
fear through prayer; for obtaining 
work through prayer; for money 
through prayer; for influencing others 
through prayer; and many other val- 
uablie instructions that help you get 


things you want. 
5-DAY TRIAL—SEND NO MONEY 
end your name and address today and on delivery 
t the small s 
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that chicken, which I can have every day, 
is not as important as helping you decide 
your future, a privilege I’ve not had be- 
fore.” 

He brightened then, and we went on 
with the meal. When we finished eating, 
we went out to a movie. It was a luxury 
our little town couldn’t afford in the early 
afternoon, except on Sundays. 

I thought we were going straight home 
after the movie. which was a double fea- 
ture, but Joel pleaded that I see a small 
bit of the night life that made New Orleans 
famous. “You know you small-town teach- 
ers don’t dare be seen in those little honky- 
tonks you have in your town. Here you 
can get completely lost, almost as if you 
were in another continent,” he teased. 

I consented, but how could I know that 
Joel had always planned that it would 
happen this way? That drink, to which 
I was unaccustomed, would make me pli- 
ant clay in his experienced hands? 

I don’t remember the name of the place 
he took me to, but I know that it was 
expensive looking and had a dimly lit 
dance floor with soft music. 

We were dancing one of those numbers 
which call for very little action, but in 
which the slightest movement sets your 
body so aflame that you are soon pushing 
yourself shamelessly forward in the fierce 
desire to get closer. Certainly, I'd had 
those feelings before, but always they 
had come when I was daydreaming at 
home. never when I was nestled in the 
arms of a flesh and blood man. 

Joel looked down at me and kissed 
me. Our lips clung for a long moment. 
When they finally parted hesitantly. he 
said thickly, “Let’s get out of here.” He 
pushed me ahead of him through the 
crowd. 

I didn’t ask where we were going, nor 
did I protest. even when I saw we were 
not going outside to the car. Instead we 
were going up flights of stairs. Then he 
pushed open a door and let me in. My 
befogged mind never wondered why he 
was so familiar with the surroundings and 
the set-up. I couldn’t have stopped then 
had I wanted to. The ravenous hunger 
of what seemed like a thousand years, 
gnawed at me and I gave myself joyously 
to the gluttony of the moment. 


AWOKE next morning to find myself 

in bed alone in a strange room that 
had a stagnant smell of smoke and drink, 
replacing the aroma of Mom’s coffee and 
bacon. I grew ill as I recalled the night 
before. What must Mom be thinking? And 
Dad? Had he gone to my room to tease 
me before going to work as he always had? 

I heard someone whistling along the 
hall, and Joel came in, freshly shaved. He 
bent over and kissed me, saying, “My little 
baby. How old are you?” 

I said, “Twenty-nine. Why?” 

“A twenty-nine-year-old virgin!” he ex- 
claimed. “I ought to erect a monument. 
When Columbus found unexplored land, 


he raised a flag so that no one else could 
claim it.” 

“T’m not in the mood for joking,” I said, 
“I’m ready to go home.” My sense of 
shame and decency had returned, and Joe] 
respected it enough to get out while | 
dressed. 

Home we went with Joel trying to make 
light conversation without committing 
himself, and I berated myself for the foo] 
I'd been. I kept to my corner while I pic. 
tured myself facing Mom’s honest eyes 
and trying to tell a lie that wouldn’t show 
on my face. When Id let him out where 
I picked him up, I let the tears come. | 
didn’t want him to think that I was one 
of those females who walked boldly into 
a trap and then turned on her water power. 


T WAS ALMOST noon when I arrived 

home. Mother met me at the door. She’d 
stayed away from eleven o’clock church 
services because she was so worried. Re- 
lieved now, she said, “I told Dad you’d 
done the right thing, staying overnight. 
That traffic on that New Orleans highway 
is just too much at night for a woman 
who’s traveling alone. Did you find a nice 
place to stay?” 

“Pretty good,” I answered. She’d given 
me a perfect alibi. I searched her face, but 
she kept it blank. I have a hunch that with 
the million of years of women’s intuition, 
she knew; but to have brought it out into 
the open would have necessitated doing 
something about it, so she had aided me 
with my lie. 

All the next week, even while I searched 
the mail frantically for a letter from Joel, 
I vowed that I would never repeat last 
week’s performance. The next week I was 
just about to accuse Mom of keeping his 
letters from me, when I realized that she 
wasn’t supposed to know about him. Then 
his letter came. Short, but it thrilled me 
to the core. It asked me to meet him as | 
had done the week before. 

I trembled with uncontrollable excite- 
ment and desire, the kind a woman has 
for the first man who makes love to her. 

All that week I wondered what lie I'd 
tell Mom this time. When the day did 
come, I saw Mom’s lips tighten as I said 
I was going to visit my alma mater to ex- 
amine my credits with a view toward en- 
tering graduate school. I could see that 
she didn’t quite believe me, but I had to 
see Joel; I hadn’t been alive for a week 
now. 

Joel and I spent the day together. We 
didn’t waste time seeing about employ- 
ment for him or going to movies. Joel even 
had our meal sent up, for although I had 
registered as his wife, I couldn’t bear to 
go downstairs and face my lie over and 
over again. We didn’t spend the night. It 
was all I could do to tear myself from his 
arms, but I kept seeing the tighi line 
around Mom’s mouth. 

On the way back Joel drew me again 
into the circle of his arm and said banter- 
ingly, “I think I’ve homesteaded long 
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enough. By now I’m beginning to want a 
clear deed to my property. What do you 
say if we clear your title and you take 
mine.” 

My heart was bursting with love and 
gratitude for those words which I felt 
would clear my conscience. I buried my 
face in his bosom and cried from sheer 
joy. Raising my tear- filled eyes to his I 
managed to say, “I love you so much, 
Joel.” I wanted him to stop the car then 
and let me get lost in his arms, but he 
drove on. 

I could tell that Mom hadn’t expected 
me back so soon, as she let me in she said, 
“I'm glad you didn’t spend the night.” 

“Mama,” I said eagerly, “I’m going to 
be married on Easter Sunday.” 

“Why, that’s only a month off,” she 
gasped. “We haven’t even met him yet.” 

They did meet him once before the 
great day. Joel came over to bring my en- 
gagement ring. It was all so sudden that 
everyone was ill at ease. I was glad that 
there would have to be no more of these 
strained sessions. 

Joel and I were married on Easter with 
only a small number of surprised family 
folk and friends, and Joel took up his 
abode beneath our roof. I didn’t go to 
summer school because it took all of my 
extra cash to feed us both. My teaching 
salary was divided into twelve payments 
instead of on a nine-month basis. 

Mom and Dad, never fond of the son- 
in-law they felt I had thrust upon them, 
tolerated him for my sake. The summer 
passed without event. 


HE NEXT YEAR was easier in that 

Joel was away most of the time. Eco- 
nomically, though, the situation was worse. 
I was having to count my pennies as this 
was Joel’s graduating year. I was thankful 
that I had done so much for my parents 
and that I had bought myself a pretty 
nifty wardrobe beforehand. I did allow 
myself one luxury however, a beautiful 
new evening gown in which I planned to 
accompany Joel to Junior-Senior Dance. 

Long before the date of the entertain- 
ment, my dress of misty green net was 
hanging in my closet. Weekend after week- 
end Joel came home without making any 
mention of the coming event. Finally when 
I had him sitting down to his favorite cake, 
orange marmalade, I broached the sub- 
ject. “When is the prom to be?” I asked. 

“On the 18th of May,” he said, avoiding 
my eyes, “but I’m not going. I just want 
to get away from it all. It would be just 
fine if they would hand me my credentials 
out of the president’s back door.” 

The cake I was swallowing swelled up 
in my throat. I had so looked forward to 
that dance. Somehow I managed to swal- 
low the disappointment along with the 
cake. The disappointment hurt my pride; 
the cake hurt my throat. 

I did go to the college for commence- 
ment, but Joel whisked me away as soon 
as the recessional was over. 
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Good old Mr. Evans, my principal, asked 
the superintendent of schools to make a 
place for Joel. That’s how our school got 
its first real coach of athletics. Now, with 
two checks we could afford a home of our 
own. At least that’s what I figured. But on 
paydays, Joel collected his pay check and 
put it into his pocket. He even acted as if 
I should be glad that he hadn’t required 
me to hand mine over. He didn’t help with 
the expenses, but I painted a smile on my 
face lest my family should suspect. 

I wanted us to have our own home where 
we could at least argue out our differences, 
but Joel didn’t seem anxious to be alone 
with me so that we could be a real couple. 
Other teachers on the faculty were begin- 
ning to tease that we should try to start 
our family in the right month. but Joel 
shied away from such conversations. Al- 
ways he changed the subject. 

Whenever we went out, and that was 
only to the faculty club meetings, he al- 
ways came home with a criticism of my 
behavior. If I mingled freely, he said, “You 
certainly talked a lot tonight.” If I acted 
reserved. he said. “How come you're so 
selfish? That’s one of the traits of an only 
child.” I tried hard to please, but even my 
clothing provoked comment. If they were 
snappy. he accused me of being loud. If 
they were of severe lines, he called me 
plain Jane. 

Did we have arguments? No, I was too 
afraid that my parents would hear. One 
thing I was beginning to know, and that 
was that love wasn’t blind as I was led to 
believe, or I was unloved as I hated to 
believe. 

I bought a TV set the weekend he start- 
ed teaching veterans. I thought it would 
take care of some of the restlessness out 
of him on weekends. He hardly knew the 
thing was there. He started going away 
on weekends and not returning until Mon- 
day morning. I tried to hide my misery 
from my parents, but I think my mother’s 
eyes were as pain-filled as mine. 

One Saturday morning as I lay sobbing 
in my bedroom, I felt someone sit down 
heavily beside me. I recognized my Dad’s 
voice as he stroked my hair gently, saying, 
“Tl run that big gorilla away from here 
if you give the word.” 

“No, Dad,” I managed to say. “You let 
me work it out. I got myself into this 
mess.” 

He was wise enough to leave me then to 
my own thoughts. They weren’t pretty 
thoughts except when I went back to those 
days when my sins brought down my world 
about my ears. 

That Sunday morning, after Dad and 
Mom had gone to church, I got into the 
car and drove down the road aimlessly. 
When I knew anything, I was on the road 
that Joel and I had taken on our very first 
trip. 

When I reached New Orleans, I knew 
nothing else to do, so I decided to go and 
sit in the darkness of one of our favorite 
movie houses and just think. I found one, 





bought a ticket and went in. I hadn’t beep 
there long, just long enough to get accus 
tomed to the gloom, when Joel walked in, 
He wasn’t alone; there was a girl with him, 
My heart beat in thunderous uproar, 
He didn’t see me as they groped their way 
past to the lovers’ gallery where they 
would be out of sight. I knew now why Joel 
criticized me so much. He’d been compar. 
ing me to someone he loved and admired, 
All my hopes lay crushed and bleeding at 
my feet. I stumbled out to the car and 
managed to drive all the way back with. 
out accident. That’s a big trick when you're 
as numb with misery as I was. 

I didn’t tell my parents, and I didn’t 
accuse Joel when he came home that next 
day. I simply knew that I had to get away; 
that was the only way for me to give Joel 
up. If I stayed, I knew I would degrade 
myself in my own eyes by knowingly shar. 
ing him with someone. Such a relationship 
was, to me, unthinkable. Having made up 
my mind to leave, I tried to wring every 
bit of happiness I could out of the weeks 
before my going away. I lay in his arms 
on the few nights that he gave me because 
I couldn’t help myself. Somehow he al- 
ways turned my iciest will to water. 

School drew nearer and nearer to the 
closing date, and with it the day of my 
departure came closer. I'd made up my 
mind to attend graduate school in Los An- 
geles, and to stay there if I could find suit 
able employment. My family and I had 
decided that that was the best way to avert 
tragedy. Dad had sworn that he couldn't 
take it much longer seeing his only child 
suffer emotional dismemberment. 

In the days that flew by, each bringing 
my marriage nearer to its end, I was as 
gay as I knew how to be, and maybe I just 
imagined it, but there seemed to be a little 
response in Joel. He took me to all the 
commencement affairs. I decided that 
could have been a pattern followed by the 
philandering husband in an effort to dis- 
prove gossip. Anyway, while he was away 
on his usual weekend capers, I flew to Los 
Angeles, my heart a stone pillow in my 
breast, on which was engraved the name 


JOEL. 


MY WORK at the University was very 

interesting. I liked proving to my in- 
structors that a Southern Negro was not 
totally ignorant of the works of Shake- 
speare, Byron, Shelley, Keats and the 
others. Here I rode the busses and street- 
cars without the friction that always made 
me tense in the South. There were scores 
of restaurants in which I could get a hur- 
ried snack on my way to school without 
going around to the back, or hunting for 
one run by a member of my own race. 
Here indeed was a utopia. 

Newspapers carried interesting accounts 
of jobs other than teaching, to which I 
could aspire if my teaching credential did 
not arrive in time for the fall semester. 

Here I vowed to make a new life for 
myself. I still thought about Joel, but I 
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could push those thoughts in the back- 
ground. There was so much to see and 
to do. 

I began to think to myself that I was in 
the right place, and that the thing for me 
to do was to send in my little resignation 
as soon as possible. 

Then one evening when I walked into 
the lobby of the hotel where I was stop- 
ping, while I waited for a good bet in an 
apartment to come up, I found Joel wait- 
ing for me. 

I wanted to run, for I could feel the 
walls I had so carefully built around my 
heart being pushed down as if it were 
straw. I didn’t run. I froze in the doorway. 
He just walked over and said softly, “Why 
did you run away just when I was coming 
to know just how much you meant to me?” 

“I knew there was someone you loved 
more than you loved me,” I answered. 

“Someone I thought I loved more,” he 
corrected. “I want to tell you all about it. 
May I?” 

There was the business of getting my 
key at the desk and telling the clerk on 
duty that the man with me was my hus- 
band and would be staying with me in my 
room. That done, we went upstairs. 

Joel didn’t try to lie out of it when I 
told him about the Sunday that I'd hap- 
pened upon him and the girl in the theater 
in New Orleans. 

“Loving Lenora was a habit,” he ex- 
plained. “I was willing to quit school and 
get a job at the post office, but she wouldn’t 
marry me. I don’t think she loved me 
enough. I married you for security and 
partly to show Lenora that someone would 
be glad to have me for a husband. It 
worked. Like most women she was willing 
to sneak about with the man whom she 
could have had openly. I was no better 
than she. I should have loved you better 
for what you were doing for me, but I 
refused to love you. It wasn’t in my scheme 
of things. Your efforts to please me only 
made me more scornful of you.” 

“What brought about this change?” I 
ventured. 

“When you were gone, I was haunted 
by the thought that some worthwhile man 
might discover your true value and steal 
you away from me. I decided to hurry here 
to see if you’d still have me. Night after 
night I lay on my bed and looked at my- 
self, and I didn’t like what I saw. Night 
after night I thought about what I’d had 
and it drove me nearly crazy. Whatever 
attraction Lenora had for me is gone. Be- 
lieve me.” 

I believed him. His heart was doing the 
talking and my heart understood. Then I 
was in his arms, and my heart was leaping 
like a deer across a chasm of unhappiness. 

Later I began to come back to the world 
of everyday, ordinary things. I told him 
that he could get jobs that would pay him 
as much as his salary back home. Maybe 
more. There was the post office where most 
of the professional people went while they 
Prepared themselves for better breaks. 
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ent; navy straw with 

calf, beige straw with t 
calf. 3” heel. Other styles to 
EEE 


cE. 
$695 
Money Back Guar... . 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOGUE 


SYD KUSHNER 
Dept. T-3, 733 South St., 
Phila. 47, Pa. 













WANT TO MAKE MEN LOVE YOU? 


LAMOUR LOVE DROPS PERFUME— 
Alluring, unforgettable aroma attracts 
and holds love, never fails! Be glam- 
orous, romantic, 
Get that speciai charm, 
ble and 2 ge in 

desires. al 

tender odor of — 


Make men love you. 
be irresisti- 


lasts for days. Reg 

Only $2 with order oF ‘$2 3 .75 if C.O.D. 
with directions. 100% © 10 Day Money 
Back Guarantee if not delighted. 
Write Now 


LAMOUR CO., Dept. 4, 220 W. 42 St., 


oc COLORING 
Ct Home! 


EASY TO LEARN. Supplement present income by doing 
this profitable creative home work for studios, stores, and 
ie ————. others. Full or part time. Fascinating hobby or 
"4 vocation. Old established school. Low tuition. Easy 
payments. Write today for FREE BOOKLET. 
Ye It tells all about getting started. No obligation. 
8 





N. Y. 36 








NATIONAL PHOTO COLORING SCHOOL 
3S Diversey Pkwy., Dept. 3234, Chicago 14. 








SECRETS %- PSALMS 


“Through a pious life and by a ra- 
tional use of the Psalms, you may obtain 
the grace of God, the favor of Princes, 
and the love of your fellow man,”’ says 
the author. 

Here are some of the amazing things 
he tells you about: Psaim to receive 
instruction or Information through a 
Dream or Vision. Psalm to escape dan- 
er. Psalm to become safe from Enemies, 

















1B to free yourself from b evil Spirit, Peaten 

to make peace between Man and W 
LE FREE 

times. 


a a wey ie with you at all 

yo est Bible in the World.) Many people feel that this 
is of great vaiue in obtaining things you desire. 

SEND NO apo sont te > mame and address To- 
day and pay postman o: aly $ 9 plus tage on delivery. 
' sbositively, GUARANTE that’ you will be more than de- 
ti days or _, pained will be returned 
prometty on request. Order 


LARCH, 118 E. 28th, ow 516-R, New York 16 








Descgu SMART 
LOOKING CLOTHES 


LEARN AT HOME—SPARE TIME 
Fascinating field. Design own ward- 
robe at considerable saving. Gain 
experience designing for others. It 
~— lead to thrilling career—even 
a & shop of your own some day. Basic 

learn-by-doing’’ course under 
guidance of qualified teachers pro- 
vides excellent starting point for a 
career. Send for free booklet, * “Ad- 
—Yentures in a_Dress SS 


NATIONAL “SCHOOL ‘OF D DRESS D :SIGN 
835 Diversey Parkway, Dept. 3234 p 4 14, au. 
Please send me FREE and postpaid your booklet, ‘‘Ad- 
ventures in Dress Design,’’ and full particulars. 


SE aiaieuncutiaGis Senta enenvaatndivecbediaes evccce 
SID 005 00:056086 000865600006 000 es vnannntenseees see 
CUtY. coccccccccccccccccccccccs DOD sees StatO.cocsecce 
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HAVE 


That 
looks 


HAIR 


Lovelier 
Longer 


With 


Bernel’s 
HAIR CREAM 


its Double 
Strength.. 


For Quick 
Double Action 


[i] Actually loaded with double amounts of 
LANOLIN and OLIVE OIL. Conditions...., 
BREAKING- OFF, SPLIT ENDS..... Soothes 
ITCHY SCALP. [2] For all types hair. Ideal 
THIN HAIR TEMPLE massaging ald. 


Mail Order Now 


Regular size only..$1.00. 
C.0.0. Charge Extra. 
p.s, Large Goz. Jar $2.00 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


Nelson’s Cosmetics Dept. 1-1 
Box 104,G.P.0. New York 1,N.Y. 
















21 TALL Carbs. ony Ml 


+ i -2 New Rage! Full hee gin en J Supply! 


21 Cards for every occasi: days, anniver- 
INLY $1.00. Many other assort- 

money 

with giant gift and personal im yond == Over 400 
items every woman wan Miniature 
red free. 


Ss. 

fcer , APLES Mixer Salt espernetens Sugar Poe "offer eens. 
Rush Name! tions: your credit is soe now: pay later. 

\ ARROW, 513 Fourth Av.,$,, Dept. 31, Minneapolis, Minn. 








IMITATION 


each or 


Z 
: $1.95 both for $2.95 
Beautiful Solitaire a 


ind Wedding 
ring set with lovely imitation dia- 
monds in 1/30 14Kt yellow Gold 
Plate or Sterling ~ tet SEND 
MONEY. Pay Postman del. 


c Guarantee. 
Clark Ring Co., mg 2090 
2349 Milwaukee Av., Chicage 47, UL 


\ > Thin Hatr= 


NOW- 


HORMONEX _SERUM 
A WaIR AND SCALP 


RESTORES liveliness, body to 
thin, mistreated hair—at once! 
Gives thin, burnt, brittle hair 
natural female hormones re- 
J by woman’ s body to stay young, attractive. Stim- 
od vessels in scalp, brings more blood to 

’ hair roots! Helps hair look naturally 

a longer, hold wave better. Gives wonder- 

1 without greasiness, Drop directly into 
See thin, burnt, damaged hair—look younger, 
canal -or money back. Handy dropper bottle, 


SEND ‘NO MONEY—7 DAY TRIAL TEST 

€ _and address. Pay only $3.50 on arrival plus 

tage and tax—on guarantee you must be 

a ith first results or return remaining HOR- 
ONE SER M for Hair and Scalp for money back. 
xe Send $3.85 which includes tax and we 

ne guarantee. 
MIT ‘CHUM COMPANY, Dept. TH-4 Paris, Tennessee 
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There were Civil Service exams that he 
could take. I would redouble my efforts to 
find just the right apartment. 

Suddenly it occurred to me that Joel 
wasn’t sharing my enthusiasm. “I didn’t 
come here just to say that I love you. I 
want you to come back home with me, 
where we already have jobs. I think you 
ought to know. Alfreda, that I didn’t come 
here for myself alone. The kids were get- 
ting worried lest you be tempted to stay 
in the Golden West. They asked me to 
come for you. They all think you’re pretty 
darn wonderful.” 

“If they had chances to get out, there 
isn’t one of them who wouldn’t do it,” I 
said ruefully. 

“T don’t doubt that. and I feel that they 
must, many of them, get out of the South. 
In the meantime it is up to us to see that 


when and if they do leave they will be 
prepared to live in a society of any kind,” 

This was a new side of Joel. He was in. 
deed a changed man. “You mean you're 
willing to sacrifice our future for someone 
else’s children?” I asked in astonishment, 

“We must give what we're paid to give, 
and whatever we may know other than 
that.” he said simply. “These people don’t 
need you. Take a train out and they'll 
never know you're gone. Back home you're 
loved, missed and wanted.” 

Joel was right. We’re back in the home 
now. My spirit is free, for Joel and I are 
living apart from my parents and we're 
sharing responsibilities. In every way we're 
a team. We feel that the light is a little 
brighter because there are two candles 
lighting our once dark corner. THE END 








Hollywood To Harlem 


(Continued from Page 9) 


Harlem’s fabulous ex-mayor, Willie 
Bryant, making big jokes over how after 
40 years in Harlem he gets his first traffic 
ticket. The rookie cop (seven months on 
the force) admitted never having heard of 
Uncle Willie, who consoled him by ad- 
mitting that he had probably saved his life. 
“T really was wrong,” said the mayor. 


Friends are disturbed over signs of 
rough spots in the marital smoothness of a 
famous blues singer and his spouse. Every- 
day they get the blues, for one reason 
or another. 


Delightful feature of CBS-TV’s pet 
children’s show “The Boing-Boing Show,” 
a program of charming little animated car- 
toons, is the background theme music. It 
was composed and scored by Chico Hamil- 
ton. 


The very first American rock ’n roll 
show to tour the Caribbean Islands, which 
included Sil Austin, LaVern Baker, The 
Spence Twins and an assortment of other 
acts, didn’t impress the Islanders one little 
bit . . . the show virtually fell on its face 
in most places. But singer LaVerne Baker 
did manage to pick up on several original 
native songs which she plans to adapt to 
her own rock ’n roll style. 


Mantan Moreland is celebrating 45 
years in show business. The “Birmingham” 
of the Charlie Chan series has gone through 
three Charlie Chans—Warner Oland, Sid- 
ney Toler and Roland Winters—and will 
start with the fourth on a new series within 
a few months. 


Two young graduates from the Broad- 
way hit Lost In The Stars are all set for 
leading roles in the new all-Negro musical 
now being prepared from the Duke Elling- 
ton book, The Crystal Tree . . . handsome 
young Herbie Coleman, who was 11 years 
old when he sang his first role 6 years ago, 
and cute Sheila Guyse. 


Both Billy Eckstine and his “ex,” Car- 
rolle Drake. were screen-tested for im- 
portant roles in the Clark Gable movie 
“Band of Angels.” Might have developed 
into an interesting situation. but while 
Carrolle accepted a role, Billy declined 
because of other commitments. 





How To End A Love 


(Continued from Page 13) 


a job or even a vitamin deficiency. But 
blame yourself. This is absolutely neces- 
sary for the shy guy who needs all the 
prestige he can get. 

Whatever your approach, be consistent. 
Spurts of hot and cold running affection 
will only confuse the male mind, which, 
as every girl readily knows, is confused 
enough already. Never weaken. If you 
can’t break the news without tears, some- 
thing is wrong. Besides, if you get close 
enough to be comforted, the whole effect 
is lost! After all, the whole idea is to 
get rid of him, so don’t start bawling like 
a dope or he is liable to get the fool 
notion that he is Sir Galahad, dashing 
to rescue a damsel in distress. 

And above everything else, don’t be 
afraid to end a love affair .. . it’s the 


new one which will keep you busy! 


En DO YOU NEED! 
#”-2\.-55; MONEY? 
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4 have Money to get the things 
you’ ve always wanted. Be our 
nt for Valmorand 

‘Brown Products. Fast Sellers—Face Powder, Beauty Creams, 
Hair Dressing, Perfumes, Tao ~~ -— Enconee, No 

= erienceneeded. Fullor S) 
.00 in a day. WRITE ‘OW for for BIG MO 
> ents’ SAMP’ ay ~ Offer. VALMOR 
1 So. ve., Dept. H-208, "Gilaces 2 
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= people or products—names play a very Only through satisfying you, can he be sure that 


stent. 
‘ction ; 7 P : »verydav lives : ill b again — and ae 
hict important part in our everyday lives. you wl uy again — and again: 
hich, 
f sed — ° . - ° 
a Today, our standard of living is greatly enriched That’s the main reason why manufacturers of 
some- 
close |} 
effect 
is to 
; like because they really make you—and every consumer iid? ; ; 

fool : ' ; of thousands of scientists and testing engineers, and 
shing —the boss. 





by our system of competing brand names. branded and advertised products carry on continu- 


" P ous programs of research and product improvement. 
What do these names mean to you? A great deal, Prd - ; of bed 
That’s why winning your favor is the full time job 


the sole purpose of laboratories and experimental 


t be When a manufacturer proudly signs his name to his plants in every division of industry where trade- 
s the ; hi i a , 
| product, he knows that he has to win your faith in marking is practiced. 


that name. 


Yes, in the factories of the brand-makers, yours is the final word. Your 





free choice of branded products makes you the boss of the greatest 


TS manufacturing system in the world. 


se. No INCORPORATED 


67 











THATS YOU 
UP THERE 


where the 





livinge’s good! 





WANT CONFIDENCE? PATRONIZE THE DEALER WHO PROVIDES YOUR FAVORITE BRANDS 


That’s YOU, elevated to the world’s 
best living by the proven brands of 
products that never let you down— 
and for a very down-to-earth reason: 
each manufacturer has to live up to 
the highest standard set by his com- 
petitors. His product has to be good 
to survive—it’s as simple as that. So 
if he changes it at all, you can be sure 


he’s aiming at something better. 


That’s why you can shop so confidently, 
so profitably, so easily, by buying prod- 
ucts with responsible names. Living 
on top of the world? — you bet! But 
you’re on ground as safe and sound as 


your own back yard. 


Easy to keep up on what’s good: just 
read the ads in this magazine. 


BRAND NAMES FOUNDATION 


INCORPORATED 
A NON-PROFIT EDUCATIONAL FOUNDATION 
37 WEST 57 STREET, NEW YORK 19, N. Y. 
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The Wrong Kind Of Wife 


(Continued from Page 19) 


cold when I let her go. “I don’t know 
what’s got into you lately, Deedie, I’m 
darned if I do!” 

[ stomped out to find Cap’n Gilby. 1 
found him sitting out under a tree and let 
him beat me a couple of games at checkers 
while we waited for dinner. Anyone who 
visited the Gilbys on Sunday was expected 
to stay for dinner, even without being 
asked to. It was a custom Cap’n Gilby 
started soon after his wife’s illness, and 
there was always plenty on the table for 
Sunday callers. 

Finally, the dinner bell sounded and 
Cap’n and I went inside. Deedie was bus- 
tling around, putting the food on the table, 
her cheeks flushed and her eyes shining. 
But who do you think was helping her? 
Willie Watts! There he was, tagging along 
behind Deedie, doing woman’s work and 
acting for all the world like he enjoyed it. 

Willie was a scrawny little fellow with 
a kind of school boy look to him. He 
smiled all the time, except when Deedie 
was near him. Then his jaw just hung 
open and he looked like a sick calf. When 
they finished serving the table, he pulled 
out Deedie’s chair for her and the smile 
she gave him turned the food in my mouth 
to sawdust. 

I'd forgotten to wait for Cap’n to say 
grace, I was so riled up at the way Deedie 
was carrying on with Willie. When the 
meal was over, Willie actually volunteered 
to wash the dishes. I grunted and might 
have laughed if Deedie hadn’t shot me a 
dirty look. I hauled out my pipe and sat 
there at the table after the others left, 
watching Deedie scurry back and forth to 
the kitchen with the dirty dishes. Each 
time she went in, I’d hear laughing and 
whispering, and she’d come back with a 
funny little smile on her lips. 

Finally, I couldn’t stand it any longer. 
I grabbed her wrist and swung her into a 
chair. 

“I want to talk to you,” I said grimly. 
“Seems to me you're breezing mighty high, 
wide and handsome with Short-stuff in 
there.” 

“Just harmless fun, Josh,” 
etly. 

“Don’t forget, you’re practically a mar- 
ried woman,” I reminded her. “Since when 
do you need help in the kitchen?” 

Her level gaze did not waver. “I don’t 
need help, but it’s kind of nice to have 
somebody offer to help.” 

I bit down on my pipe stem and jumped 
to my feet. “Your friend Willie is starting 
something he can’t finish,” I declared. “I 
don’t hold with those radical ideas of his.” 
Deedie whirled around to face me. “Rad- 
ical ideas?” she snapped. “Willie’s a gen- 


she said qui- 


tleman, which is more than I can say about 
some people around here!” 

“Well, la-dee-da!” I sneered. “Did your 
old man waste his time helping around the 
kitchen?” 

“No,” Deedie shouted, her lips trem- 
bling. “And Mama died of overwork, long 
before her time.” 

Right then, seeing Deedie’s eyes clouded 
with pain and anger, I was sorry about the 
whole thing. But I was too stubborn to 
stop and apologize. It was all Ais fault. I 
was so mad I could hardly see straight. I 
turned and started for the kitchen. “Damn 
that Willie Watts, anyway!” I grated. 
“He’s the one who—” 

But Deedie grabbed my arm and stopped 

“Wait a minute, Josh,” she cut in. “It’s 
my fault, not Willie’s. Things have 
changed .. .” 

“That’s no lie!’ 

“. . . And I wasn’t sure just how to tell 
you,” she continued. “But now, I guess 
the best way is to say it straight out. I—I 


> 


can’t marry you.” 

My heart sank to the pit of my stomach 
and slowly twisted. “Deedie, you’re teas- 
ing.” I faltered. 

She shook her head slowly. Then her 
eyes softened and she said, “I’m sorry, 
Josh. I couldn’t help myself. It just hap- 
pened. I’m in love with Willie.” She 
stepped toward me and reached out her 
“T didn’t want to hurt you, Josh.” 
I threw back my head and 


hand. 
“Hurt me?” 


laughed. “Nothing that little runt could 
ever do would hurt me. Why, he’s not even 
a man!” 


“Man -enough for me!” Deedie shot 
back, holding her head up proud even 
though her eyes were wet. “Hefting a hun- 
dred pound sack of corn isn’t the only way 
to prove you’re a man. Willie is kind and 
gentle, Josh, and he’s all man. He makes 
me feel like a woman. not a hired hand.” 

I stood there twisting my pipe in my 
hands, trying to recover from the shock of 
Deedie’s words. I didn’t know whether to 
take her over my knee and spank her or 
drag Willie Watts outside and prove I was 
a better man than he. Suddenly there was 
a loud snap. I looked down at the broken 
pipe in my hands. I flung the pieces across 
the room and cursed. “Go ahead and mar- 
ry your two-bit gentleman!” I yelled, then 
added sarcastically, “I hope you'll both be 
very happy.” 

Deedie didn’t answer. She turned and 
walked slowly out to the kitchen. It was 
then I noticed that she was wearing high 
heels. Seeing her without the sensible, 
flat-heeled shoes she usually wore was the 
thing that convinced me that Deedie and I 
had had more than just a lovers’ spat that 








DRUNKENNESS 


DO YOU WANT RELIEF? 


Drunkenness ruins Health, H:z appi- 


QUICKLY ...INEXPENSIVELY! 
Use ALCOREM, the amazing liquid 
that promotes aversion (dislike) to- 
ward ALL intoxicating drinks, Not 
classed as a permanent “cure,” but 
it IS a recognized method of with- 
drawal of alcohol. Interrupts drink- 
ing cycle and causes many to turn 
from liquor. May be ve Bh in SECRET. A few drops of 
this wonderful ALCOREM eliminates desire for more 
alcohol. GUARANTEED Pure and Effective. Aversion 
treatment is recognized by Medical Authority. 
ALCOREM comes ready to use—simple instructions in- 
cluded—need not cause excessive time gut from work or 
social duties. One happy ALCORED 
“PLEASE SEND ME 


ZC /HO IS : 

HEAVY DRINKER. I BOUGHT FROM YOU BE- 
FORE AND HAD WONDERFUL RESULTS.” As an 
additional help we send 
FREE! 21 PINKIES with order of ALCOREM 
Special Formula capsules to help nervous and digestive 
systems. Also FREE WEIGHT CHART to guide re- 
formed drinker to proper weight. 
DO NOT DELAY e ORDER ALCOREM NOW 
SATISFACTION OR MONEY BACK. We rush 
ALCOREM, PINKIES, Weight Chart in -: ain wra apps T. 
Pay postman $6.95 plus C.O.D. and postage. To SAVE 
70c in C.O.D. and postage, send $6.95 with order. 


MIDWEST HEALTH AIDS - DEPT. K-20 
608 S. DEARBORN ST.+ CHICAGO 5, ILL. 












To Be Set To Music 
Send one or more of your best poems 
today for FREE EXAMINATION. Any 
Subject. Immediate Consideration. 
Phonograph Records Made 
CROWN MUSIC CO., 49 W. 32 St. Studio 769, New York 1 
AEA NN 





MULATED DIAMOND LADIES’ 


ENGAGEMENT and WEDDING RINGS 
4 per set 
4, Only $1 of 2 rings 
You'll love meee xinwe—the simulated 
diamonds look million dol- 
ee ** and sparkle with many stones, 
’ T1// ae _ NO MON ay postman only 
\ tid plus postens” for both rings. If 
RU ! M1 you send $1 cash with order we 
. / pay all postage. GUARANTEE: Wear 
rings 10 days. - not pleased return 
te or yellow gold 
color effect or ste “ge ol silver mount- 
ngs. 


HARE O. 
30 Church St., Dept. A 18).New York 7, N. ¥. 
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Make Him Yours Alone Forever 


stables, 
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U if Iron Deficiency Anem 





Yj elim 


Has Sapped Your Strength 


§.S.S. Tonic builds better health... 
strengthens weak blood. $.S.S. Tonic, 
made of Nature’s own roots and herbs, 
has vital iron added. Get back your pep! 
S.S.S. Tonic is guaranteed to make you 
feel better fast .. . or your money back. 
Now in liquid or tablets... 
at all drug counters. SAVE! 
Buy the large economy size! 


Clara Ward 


Famous Gospel 
Singer Says, “If 
you're weary and 
there’s no song in 
your heart, you may 
be tired and slowed 
down by Iron Defici- 
ency Anemia. Try 
$.S.S. Tonic 
for rich, red blood.” 








you lack complete college training in English you can now 
e an effective speaker, writer, and conversationalist 
thout going back to school. With the new CAREER 
rirUTE METHOD you can stop making mistakes in 
sh, build up your vocabulary, speed up your reading, 
eal writing skill, learn the “secrets’’ of fluent con- 
». Method successfully used by thousands. Takes only 
1utes a day at home. Costs little. 32-page booklet mailed 
FREE upon request. Send card or letter NOW! 
Career Institute, Dept. 1404, 25 E. Jackson, Chicago 4 
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BE YOUR 
OWN BOSS 
BOOK Earn more from the 
SAMPLE : 
steady income, independence in boom- 
LESSON ing Custom Furniture Upholstery. 
Right off you start learning with 
LIPPER fessional custom upholstery, reuphol- 
stery, furniture’ finishing, repairs. 
Make beautiful slip covers, window 
time the UTS easy way. 
FREE Illustrated Book. Sample Lesson 
Get ready for well-paid job, big 
Book with sample le.son. No obligation 
—Training in N. Y. School also avail- 
able. AP/VROVED FOR VETERANS. 


business AT HOME 
FREE'— 
Start! Set up your own 
profitable business AT HOME, Enjoy 
WITH COURSE Re Aaa tab i 
a ools, Complete frames, fabrics, anc 
YOU MAKE materials, included FREE. Learn pro- 
cornices, cushions and _ draperies. 
EARN WHILE YOU LEARN, in spare 
profits as your own boss, running your 
own business. Write today for FREE 
UPHOLSTERY TRADES SCHOOL 
Dept. FD-101-10, 721 B'way, N. Y. 3 








could be patched up the next time I came 
to town. I couldn’t for the life of me fig- 
ure why, but from the way Deedie looked 
when she left me standing there in the 
Gilby dining room, I had a feeling that 
she’d marry Willie Watts the minute he 
asked her. And if he didn’t ask her soon, 
she’d do the asking. 

Still, I knew deep in my heart that I 
would never give Deedie up without a fight. 
Maybe it was pride, or my born stubborn- 
ness, but that night as I lay on my cot in 
the kitchen I swore I would win Deedie 
back. I didn’t know how or when, but I 
would do it. I could see the moonlight 
streaming in through the bare window of 
the bedroom I’d made for Deedie and me. 
Some night soon, I told myself, we'd be 
lying close together in that room, looking 
up at the moon. I might even let Ma put 
up the curtains she’d made. 


WAS SMART ENOUGH to know that 

it would be a mistake to carry my grudge 
for Willie Watts out in the open, although 
I hated his guts. And I knew that threats 
would never bring Deedie back to me. It 
seemed that whenever I went into town or 
met one of the neighbors, they were mak- 
ing fun of me behind my back. A big guy 
like me losing his girl to a little shrimp 
like Willie Watts! So I set out to show 
Deedie what a big mistake she made when 
she gave me the air. Phyllis was made to 
order for what I had in mind. 

Phyllis was the waitress in the allnight 
diner at the edge of town. She was always 
smiling and friendly whenever I stopped 
there, but I’d never paid much attention 
to her. For one thing, my mind was al- 
ways too full of Deedie. Then, again, 
Phyllis wasn’t my kind of woman. She 
was the slim, helpless kind, with soft, 
pleading eyes the color of black-eyed Su- 
sans. She was gentle as a doe. Even her 
voice was soft and low, just the opposite 
of Deedie’s big, hearty voice. I used to 
look at her smooth, tiny hands when she 
served me coffee and wonder what she’d 
do if she ever had to put in some hard, 
honest-to-goodness work. She wasn’t what 
you would call pretty, but she had a bright, 
lively manner that had all the town boys 
hanging around the cafe. But she wouldn’t 
give them a tumble. Phyllis had moved 
into town from somewhere up north and 
nobody knew much about her, although 
there was a story that she had lost her 
sweetheart in an accident and had come 
here to forget. 

Anyway, without my planning it that 
way, Phyllis and I started going around to- 
gether. I’d stopped at the diner one day 
feeling low and mean enough to tackle a 
bear. Phyllis noticed my ugly mood and 
set out to cheer me up. Before I knew it, 
I had invited her to go to the movies with 
me that Saturday night. 

I wasn’t in the habit of wasting my time 
and money on picture shows but I was 
sure that someone would see me there at 



















the theater with Phyllis and the news 
would get back to Deedie. And that was 
what I really wanted. When Deedie learned 
that I wasn’t sitting around moping over 
her, she’d get jealous and come running 
back. Oh, I had it all figured out. 

My date with Phyllis was a big success, 
I parked the pick-up truck in front of the 
rooming house where Phyllis lived and 
walked her to the picture house, making 
sure to speak to everyone I knew along 
the way. After the movie. we went to 
Harvey’s drug store for ice cream sodas, | 
led Phyllis to a table right next to the 
plate glass window, and I pulled out the 
chair for her just like I'd seen Willie 
Watts do that day. 

I laid it on strong, all right, making a 
big fuss over Phyllis and _ pretending 
I couldn’t see anyone or anything because 
of her. I thought I was putting on a pretty 
good act until Phyllis said suddenly, “I’m 
having such a good time I hate to see it 
end, Josh.” 

I reached over and patted her hand. 
“Now don’t you worry about that. We'll 
have lots of good times together.” 

Phyllis smiled knowingly. “You don’t 
have to pretend with me. Josh.” she said 
gently. “I noticed you when I first went 
to work at the diner, but everybody said 
Deedie was your girl.” 

I stared at her. It had never even entered 
my mind that Phyllis had paid any more 
notice to me than any of the other cus- 
tomers. And to hear her say that she had 
taken the trouble to ask about me was 
enough to set my brain whirling. 

“Did you have a fight with her?” Phyllis 
asked. 

I forced myself to return her level gaze. 
*“Deedie and I had a few words the other 
day. But that’s got nothing to do with this 
date of ours,” I lied. “Why, I’ve been 
wanting to do this for months.” 

“You never said anything.” 

I squeezed her hand. “I guess I was 
afraid you’d say no. But all those times I 
came to the diner it wasn’t because of the 
coffee. They serve the worst coffee in 
town in that joint!” 

We laughed, and I knew I’d convinced 
her. But I wasn’t happy about it. Not 
only had I lied to Phyllis, but I had all 
but promised to date her again. That com- 
plicated things. I had counted on just the 
one date with Phyllis. I was sure that 
would be enough to show Deedie that | 
wasn’t sitting back twiddling my thumbs 
while we were on the outs. 

So I had to invite Phyllis out again. 
When she suggested the barn dance the 
following Saturday, I agreed. In fact, it 
was a darn good idea, it turned out, be 
cause Deedie was there. Seeing her being 
squired around by Willie Watts, who was 
half a head shorter than she, got me S0 
riled up that for a moment I forgot all 
about Phyllis. I stood at the entrance of 
the hall and glared across the room at the 
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two of them. I felt Phyllis slip her arm 
through mine and she said, “Well, don’t 
just stand there, Josh. Let’s dance.” 

I looked down at her and put a big 
smile on my face. “Why not?” 

I’d never cut much of a figure on a 
dance floor, but with Phyllis in my arms as 
light and fluffy as a newly-hatched chick, 
all my clumsiness was forgotten. I whirled 
her around past the spot where Deedie 
and her escort were standing, just to make 
sure they saw me. When the music ended, 
Phyllis told me breathlessly, “I wish you'd 
let me touch the floor now and then so I’d 
know I was dancing, not flying.” 

I burst out laughing so loud that every- 
body turned to stare, but I didn’t mind as 
long as Deedie got an eyeful of me having 
a good time with another girl. 


N Y PLAN had been to date Phyllis a 
+ few times then drop her when Deedie 
came to her senses and gave Willie the 
air. But things didn’t work out that way. 
One thing led to another and a month 
later I was still seeing Phyllis. Folks knew 
I hardly ever went into town at night and 
practically never wore my Sunday suit ex- 
cept to church, so they began to think 
there was something serious between Phyl- 
lis and me. 

I guess Phyllis got the same idea, and 
each time I saw her she was more loving 
than the time before. I’m not trying to 
make excuses for what happened, but it’s 
hard to keep from doing what comes natu- 
rally with someone soft and sweet cuddled 
up close to you. I said things I never in- 
tended. 

Take the time I said good night to her 
outside her house. It seemed I held her 
hand a little longer than usual when it 
came time for me to leave. Then she was 
in my arms and I got all quivery inside. I 
bent my head until our lips touched, light- 
ly. 

“Oh, Josh,” she cried, throwing her arms 
around my neck. She gave her kisses with 
a fierce eagerness that took my breath 
away. I forgot that I was supposed to be 
playing a game. I only knew that her lips 
were soft and sweet against mine and that 
cradled in my arms she was as light as 
milkweed down. 

Finally, I pulled away with an effort and 
stepped back to recover myself. I couldn’t 
see Phyllis’ eyes in the darkness, but her 
white teeth glinted in the moonlight as she 
nibbled nervously at her bottom lip. 

“That didn’t mean anything—to either 
of us, did it, Josh?” she asked in a shaky 
voice. 

I felt trapped. “Speak for yourself,” I 
said lightly. 

“Suppose you speak for you.” Her voice 
was low. 

“Why, I—of course, it meant something 
to me,” I said. 

She moved close to me. “Then what I 
heard at the diner tonight won’t make any 


difference.” 
pleading question. It seemed that every- 
thing she said backed me farther and far- 
ther into a corner where I was saying 
things better left unsaid. 

“What could make any difference?” I 
protested. 

She said, “Deedie and Willie Watts are 
getting married next Sunday.” 

My first thought was that Phyllis was 
teasing me, giving me a taste of my own 
medicine. Then I realized that she was 
telling the truth and it was like being 
kicked in the pit of the stomach by a frac- 
tious mule. A curse escaped my lips and 
I pounded my fist into the palm of my 
open hand. 

“So it does make a difference.” Phyllis 
cried accusingly. “You’re still in love with 
her!” 

I shook my head dully and tried to think 
of words that would deny the awful pain 
that twisted my insides. “Phyllis ...” I 
began. 

But she had already turned and run up 
the steps. Something set me in motion and 
I caught up with her on the porch. “Wait 
a minute!” I said, taking her by the shoul- 
ders. 

“Please let me go, Josh,” she said tone- 
lessly. 

“Not until we get this straight.” I in- 
sisted. “Maybe I was a little surprised by 
the news, but what Deedie does is no skin 
off my nose.” 

“You mean that, Josh? 
warm and eager. 

“Catch me about another 
woman with someone like you right here 


hd) 


with me! 


” 


Her voice was 
mooning 


I protested vigorously, and 
right then, I believed it. 
arms around her and the 


“Will 


I put my 
words came out all by themselves. 
you marry me. Phyllis?” 

She gazed up into my face, an adoring 
smile on her lips. “I’d be proud to be 
your wife, Josh.” she said softly. 

Then I kissed her. I felt her lips quiver 
under mine and the sweet fragrance of 
her made my head spin. It didn’t matter 
then that this was not part of my plan. 
I wanted Phyllis so bad it hurt. 

Phyllis wanted a big wedding, but I 
wouldn’t hear of it. For one thing, I had 
work to do on the farm, a lot of things 
I had let slide while I was spending my 
time with Phyllis. More important, since 
I had talked myself into this thing, might 
as well get it over and done with. If I 
got married before Deedie did, that would 
show who was doing the jilting. 

So Phyllis and I went to Parson Rivers 
that Saturday afternoon and were married 
in the parsonage. Ma’s eyes filled up when 
she saw Phyllis standing up beside me in 
a frilly white dress, with a bunch of 
violets pinned to the shoulder. And when 
we got home, Ma stopped me on the porch 
and said, “Aren’t you going to carry the 
bride inside, son?” 

“Aw, I got no time for foolishness like 


Her breathless words were a | 
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that,” I protested. “Phyllis is a farm 
woman now. Might as well start getting 
used to it.” 

| pushed the door open for them and 
Phyllis took Ma’s arm. “It’s all right, Ma,” 
she said gently, as they went in. “It’s just 
an old-fashioned custom, anyway.” 

But I saw her hunch her shoulders and 
give a little shudder when she glanced 
around the bare living room with its rough, 
serviceable furnishings. I know she was 
comparing it with the neat little room she’d 
had at Mrs. Bowers’ rooming house in 
town. But she didn’t say anything. 


ets DIDN’T know a harrow from 
a hay rake when I took her in hand, 
but she Jearned fast. She looked like a kid 
bouncing around in blue jeans and flannel 
shirt. until saw the soft womanly 
curves that even those floppy clothes 
couldn't hide. For a city girl, Phyllis 
showed plenty of spunk. I remember the 
time old Brownie kicked over a bucket of 
milk just as Phyllis finished milking her. 

I bit back the hard words that leaped 
into my throat, but I couldn’t help saying, 
“You've got to learn to tell by the look in 
a critter’s eye if she’s going to act ornery.” 

Phyllis blinked hard and said, “I'll try, 
Josh.” She rubbed the tip of her snub nose 
with the back of her hand, leaving a 
smudge along one cheek. Then she clamped 
her teeth over her bottom lip, picked up 
the bucket and started on the next cow. 
She was game, all right. 

But that night, as we stretched our weary 
bodies on the big double bed I’d bought 
for the new bedroom, a strange sound 
broke the stillness. It took me a while to 
realize that my wife was crying. Her slight 
form shook with her sobs. It was so 
strange hearing a woman crying. 

“Phyllis, are you—you’re not sick, are 


you 


you?” 


I felt her shake her head, then she said 
in a teary voice, “I was just thinking of 
all that milk I wasted. I’m so sorry, Josh, 
but it was an accident.” 

A woman’s tears always did make me 
feel big and clumsy and fidgety. I tried to 
think of something to say to make her stop. 
“No use crying over spilt milk,” I said 
gruffly. 

That only made it worse. “I can’t seem 
to do anything right,” she sobbed. “You’d 
have been a lot better off if you had mar- 
ried Deedie!” 

A guilty feeling stole over me. To tell 
the truth, I had been thinking the same 
thing. I wondered if it hadn’t been a mis- 
take to give up Deedie without trying a 
little bit harder. But I said to Phyllis, 
“You mustn’t say things like that.” 

I patted her, wishing I weren’t so 
clumsy. Phyllis clung to me like a kid 
scared of the dark, and soon she calmed 
down. Then the warm sweetness, the 
nearness of her swept over me and I for- 
got that she was not the right kind of wife 
for me. I didn’t even think of Deedie 
until long after Phyllis fell asleep in my 
arms. 

I had to give her credit. She tried. She 
chopped wood for the smokehouse and 
stuck with it even though the axe handle 
raised ugly blisters on her smooth hands. 
She could barely reach the pedals of the 
tractor, but somehow she managed to plow 
furrows straight as a gun barrel. 

And still she found time to try to fix up 
the house. Ma was tickled pink when 
Phyllis made some drapes for the windows 
and bought wallpaper for our bedroom. 

“T got out of the habit of trying to 
pretty up the house,” I overheard Ma tell- 
ing Phyllis one evening. “Pa was just like 
Josh, could understand why a 
woman likes to have things just so.” 

Ma was right about that. Curtains and 
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drapes and other fancy doodads didn’t 
make a better crop, and money spent on 
wallpaper could be better used for wire 
for the chicken coops. I didn’t say any- 
thing right then, but later I complained 
to Ma. 

“Phyllis has got too many fancy ideas as 
it is,’ I said. “Here she is wasting time 
sewing when we’ve got a crop to make.” 

Ma shook her head. “Just like your Pa. 
Can’t see no farther than the end of your 
nose. You don’t need a wife. What you 
need is a hired hand with a weak mind 
and a strong back!” 

“T want a woman who won’t be a drag 


on me!” I shot back. “If I'd married 
Deedie . . .” 
“That’s another thing,” Ma cut in. 


“Seems to me you didn’t have anything to 
say about that. Deedie picked a man 
who’ll cherish her the way a wife needs 
to be.” 

Ma came over and turned her thin face 
up to mine. “You’ve got a wife, son, and 
Deedie’s got a man. It’s a sin for you to 
covet another man’s wife.” 

“T don’t need your preaching!” I yelled. 
‘“‘Deedie’s mine and she always will be.” 

I stormed out of the house and walked 
through the night to the grove of willows 
where Deedie and I used to play when we 
were kids. My thoughts were wild, uncon- 
trollable things and I tried to pull them 
together. All along I’d been telling myself 
that Deedie married Willie Watts to spite 
me. Any day now, I figured, she’d see her 
mistake and come running to me. Now, 
Ma had put into words what I’d been 
afraid to admit to myself, that maybe 
Deedie married Willie because she loved 
him. 

I'd seen her and Willie together a couple 
of times, holding hands and grinning like 
school kids. And I’d heard about the way 
she’d turned into a regular housewife. 
But I refused to believe that she was hap- 
pier than she would have been working on 
the farm with me. I remembered Deedie 
as she used to be and that was the kind 
of woman I wanted for my wife. 

So I drove Phyllis even harder. She was 
willing and uncomplaining even when she 
messed up some simple chore. Her only 
pleasure came from the tiny flower plot 
she tended every evening when we came 
in from the fields. It was a slow, hard job 
getting things to grow. She tore her hands 
and broke her nails, but she worked at it 
until the hard-packed earth in front of 
the house was bright with color. 

“Next year I'll plant roses along the 
fence,” she said happily when the first 


buds appeared. “Isn’t the yard beautiful, 
darling? It’s worth every minute | spent 
on it.” 


I just grunted. But the next time I was 
in town I walked past Deedie’s house and 
couldn’t help feeling a little proud that 
our front yard looked a lot prettier. 


NE DAY that winter I noticed that 
Phyllis looked tired and her face was 


pale and thin. I had a crazy notion that 
I ought to take her in my arms and kiss 
away the worry lines from her forehead 
and soothe her aching arms with tender 
caresses. But I couldn’t bring myself to 
do it. Come spring and she would fill out, 
I told myself. So we worked and ate and 
slept, then got up to work some more, 
Finally, it was spring again. 

During the winter, I’d worked out a deal 
with Ed Gorham to rent a few acres of his 
land that had been cleared of timber, 
There were a few stumps still standing 
and I planned on dynamiting them loose, 
then pulling them up with the tractor, 
It was a job that needed two people, so 
Phyllis was my helper. 

Everything went along fine as I wired 
the explosive to the first jagged stump and 
covered it with rocks, then strung the wires 
to the plunger a safe distance away. But 
when the blast went off. Phyllis gave a 
scream and jumped into my arms. 

She was trembling all over. I tried to 
quiet her hysterical sobbing but it was no 
good. I’d never seen anyone carry on so. 
I was scared, the way she was sobbing in 
big gasps and no tears. 

“Please, honey,” I pleaded. “Don’t cry.” 

“T—I can’t help it,” she gasped. “That 
awful noise!” 

Finally, realizing we’d never get through 
at that rate, I shook her roughly. “Stop it!” 
I ordered harshly. “I might have known 
something like this would happen. I’ve 
done everything I could to make a real 
woman out of you, but it’s no use. Now, 
if Deedie . . .” 

That was as far asI got. Phyllis jerked 
away from me and lashed out at me with 
a fury that stunned me. “You fool! You 
blind, stupid fool,” she shrilled. “You 
keep throwing that woman up to me and 
I’m sick of it. Sick of it! Deedie this and 
Deedie that!” 

“Phyllis!” 

Her eyes blazed with contempt as she 
said scornfully, “I'll say one thing for 
your precious Deedie. She’s got a husband 
who’s a better man than mine will ever 
be!” 

With that, she turned and ran across the 
field like a startled colt. I ran after her 
a short distance, calling to her. Then | 
stopped. I turned back to my work, de- 
termined to finish it alone. 

Yet, Phyllis’ bitter words kept ringing 
in my ears. What had she meant? Was 
there more to being a man than being 
big and strong? More to being a hus 
band than providing food and shelter for 
a wife? The picture of her lovely face, 
twisted with fear and anger, haunted my 
thoughts. 

I guess I was pretty upset by what had 
happened. I’m not sure what happened, 
or why. But all of a sudden there was 
an ear-splitting roar and I was tossed to 
the ground in a shower of dirt and stones. 
A sharp pain knifed along my leg as the 
uprooted tree stump toppled over on mé; 
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me up and half-carried, half-dragged me 
toward the tractor. 

I don’t know how many times I passed 
out before we reached the machine. Some. 
how I managed to climb on it and Phyllis 
started up the motor and headed home. 


W HEN 1 woke up I was lying in bed, 
I could barely raise my hands. The 
rest of me was like stone. Ma came into 
the room and bent over me, her face grim, 
““Where—where’s Phyllis?” I croaked 
weakly. 

Ma pressed her lips tight together and 
didn’t answer. 

I tried to sit up. 
got to talk to her!” 

“To tell her how wonderful Deedie is?” 
Ma demanded. “To scold her for not com- 
ing to get you sooner? Is that what you 
want, son?” 

“Please, Ma!” 

“No! Just this once you’re going to let 
me have my say,” she cut in angrily. 
“You're a great one for keeping a woman 
in her place, just like your Pa. Lord 
knows how hard I tried to stand up to 
him when I knew I was right. But he 
always beat me down.” 

I'd never seen Ma so worked up before. 

“Whether you like it or not, I’m going 
to tell you how miserable you made that 
poor girl,” Ma went on, “And I’m going 
to tell you how she marched out into that 
storm to bring you back here, so scared 
and trembly she could hardly move. I 
don’t blame her for leaving you. I’m glad!” 

Ma’s shoulders shook as she covered 
her face with her hands and _ turned 
away. 

“Phyllis gone?” I raised up and the 
sudden movement made me cry out in 
pain. 

“Josh!” Phyllis came running into the 
room. She set down the suitcase she car- 
ried and came over to the bed, her eyes 
full of concern. 

“It’s nothing,” I told her, smiling crook- 
edly. “You’re going somewhere?” I asked, 
pointing to the bag on the floor. 

“Yes.” Her voice was small and full of 
sadness. “I stayed until the doctor said 
you were going to be all right.” 

“So now you’re leaving?” 

She nodded. “It’s better this way, Josh. 
I tried, but it’s no use. I’m just the wrong 
kind of wife for you.” 

She turned slowly and started away. I 
reached her hand and held it. “Do you— 
can you love me after all I’ve done to 
you?” I begged. 

She turned back to me, her eyes brim: 
ming. For a long moment she gazed down 
at me, then she squeezed my hand and sat 
down on the edge of the bed. The move- 
ment of the mattress sent a wave of pai 
shooting along my spine. But I gritted 
my teeth and smiled. 

There was only one way to start showing 
her how much I appreciated the right kind 
of wife, and that’s what I did. THE END 
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This Guilt Is Mine 


(Continued from Page 33) 


my mind like I wanted to. I'd stopped writ- 
ing to him after I met Dean. Occasionally 
[sent him a scenic postal-card, marking it. 
I've been here, in reply to his short, cool 
notes. Oh, Johnny was independent, he’d 
never run after a girl. 

I hadn’t exactly told Aunt Martha I 
wasn’t seeing Dean as much now, but she 
thought I wasn’t. Because I didn’t want 
to worry her, I just never mentioned him 
to her. Why she was so determined for me 
to go back to that darn farm and live in a 
pig sty. practically, I couldn’t imagine. Of 
course. I can’t tell her I’m going to marry 
Dean when she’s so sick, I kept telling my- 
self. 

But Dean was in a hurry to get married 
and when he just the same as gave me an 
ultimatum, either marry him or belong to 
him without marriage. I told him to get the 
license. I, too, was tired of fighting. 

“Look, darling.” he said. “your aunt 
sleeps until almost noon. If we’re at the 
courthouse when it opens, we'll be back 
long before she’s awake.” 

“All right, Dean,” I said, “I'll be ready.” 

And so we were married. And as we 
came bouncing into the house that morn- 
ing, I heard the jingle of Aunt Martha’s 
call-bell. I raced up the stairs. my heart 
thudding guiltily. How long had she been 
calling for me, needing me? 

She was trying to reach the glass of 
water by her bed. Her face had changed so 
in the few hours I’d been gone I felt sick 
with shock. I cradled her head in my arm, 
gave her a few swallows of water, laid her 
back, adjusted her pillow. then hurried out 
to the head of the stairs and whispered 
frantically for Dean to call Doctor Lane. 

The doctor’s verdict left me miserable 
and feeling that I was to blame. “Your 
Aunt’s caught more cold.” he said, looking 
straight at me. “She’ll have to go to the 
hospital . . .” 

“No! Please, Doctor.” Aunt Martha 
mumbled weakly, “Rita’ll take care of me.” 

Dr. Lane shook his head. “I was afraid 
you'd object. Well. I'll send for a portable 
oxygen tent, in case we need it. Keep on 
with the juices, get every drop down her 
that you can. I’ll be back in a few hours.” 
He patted my shoulder as he was leaving. 
“We'll bring her through this,” he said, 
“She’s a fighter.” 

She’s a fighter, was she? I'd show him 
that I could fight. too. Every minute of the 
test of that day I worked with Aunt Mar- 
tha. I kept thinking of Dad. how he loved 
his sister. Dad and Mom both had faith 
inme. And that’s why Aunt Martha can’t 
die, I thought. I won’t let her die! 

The fact that I was now Mrs. Dean Stan- 
hope of Chicago was pushed to the back 
of my mind. Sometime during the after- 
noon, Dean had slipped out, saying he'd be 
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back in a little while. I remembered that 
vaguely. 

Doctor Lane returned just as the man 
came with the oxygen tent. I held my 
breath while he checked Aunt Martha’s 
fever and pulse. When he finally straight. 
ened up he was smiling. I dropped into a 
chair, tears of relief stinging my eyes. 

“T don’t think she’ll be needing that tent 
after all,” Doctor Lane said. 

I was never so happy in my life, I guess, 
Why wasn’t Dean here so I could tell him 
the good news? It was all I could do to 
keep from calling him even though I knew 
he didn’t like to be called at home on ac. 
count of bothering his mother. So, I didn’t 
—and oh, dear God, if I only had called 
him. If I only had! 


AUNT MARTHA had finally fallen asleep 
*~* and I was tucking the covers around 
her when I heard the door-bell. Dean! | 
flew down to let him in. He gave me a 
quick peck on the cheek. “How’s your 
aunt?” he asked, then added “You don’t 
need to answer. I can see by your face.” 

“She is better, Dean. And I thought you'd 
never get here.” 

“Something came up that I had to take 
care of.” he said gruffly. “There’s a deal 
come up that’s going to take a lot of my 
time. Babe.” My face fell and I guess he 
noticed it. “I’m telling you now,” he went 
on, “so you won’t start nagging if I don't 
show up when you think I should.” 

“TI won’t nag you, Dean,” I stam- 
mered. I understood, I tried to tell myself, 
but I didn’t understand. It was like some- 
thing cold and dark slithering across my 
heart. He seemed so different, somehow. 

“What’re we wasting time for?” he said, 
“Come on wife, let’s play house.” He 
swooped me up in his arms and headed for 
the couch. 

And I found out that night that the satis- 
faction of passion alone is not the complete 
fulfillment of a marriage. Even as green 
and inexperienced as I was, I knew that 
expert love-making came as natural to my 
husband as breathing. He played on my 
feelings, kindling my emotions to a fever 
heat of desire. He knew the art of sweet- 
ening the pain for me, making all seem 
right and beautiful .. . 

But afterwards it was like the smoulder- 
ing coals of a dampened fire. The glow 
was gone. I saw the love-light leave Dean’s 
eyes and a look of self-satisfaction replace 
his wild desire for me. With me, there was 
a heavy lump of mixed feelings forming in 
the vicinity of my heart; feelings of guilt, 
sorrow, shame—and a fear, too. A strange 
fear, like a bad omen of coming tragedy. 

I hated myself for feeling that way be 
cause everything was all right. Aunt Mar- 
tha was getting better. I was the wife of a 
handsome, smart Chicago man. The farm 
with its cows and pigs and drudgery was 
far behind me. Of course, I was deceiving 
my aunt, being Dean’s wife right in her 
home when she thought of me as her inno 
cent niece. Maybe that was what caused 
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that feeling, I guessed. Then there was 
Mom and Dad; I was deceiving them, too. 
But shucks, I kept telling myself, it was 
no more than a simple elopement. And as 
far as Johnny went, I’d almost put him out 
of my mind entirely. Another thing that 
worried me was that I’d never told Dean 
anything about myself. 

At first, I’d felt that it didn’t make any 
difference, but it was different now. I 
wanted my parents to know what a wonder- 
ful man I’d married. Even though I still 
dreaded for Dean to know my own back- 
ground, I knew if he loved me enough 
that wouldn’t matter to him. 

Some ways I was real happy belonging 
to Dean, but I saw so little of him. For 
instance, the first week we were married he 
could only come to me twice, and the sec- 
ond week the same. I tried my best not to 
be disappointed when he’d call and say he 
was tied up and couldn’t see me. I wished 
I knew more about him, his business and 
his home life; wished we could live to- 
gether like a husband and wife should. 

Then, in the third week, I got a surprise. 
He came to see me two nights right to- 
gether, Monday and Tuesday! He looked 
so worried and blue Monday night that I 
was ashamed for being impatient with him 
for staying away. I tried to comfort him, 
tried to find out what was worrying him 
but it was like pulling nails, getting any- 
thing out of him. 

“Don’t worry your pretty head, darling, 
he said. 

“But, Dean,” I said, “I’m your wife, re- 
member?” 

“Maybe that’s why I’m in this fix,” he 
said. “Maybe I was trying to make money 
too fast for you.” 

“Oh, Dean,” I said, unsteadily. “What’s 
happened?” For some reason I had that 
scary feeling again. 

“Don’t look so stricken, Rita,” he said 
lightly. “There’s nothing wrong but what a 
few thousand dollars wouldn’t make right. 
So drop it and let’s act like a husband and 
wife should act.” 

So, we did, but the little nagging worry 
stayed with me and that night I rolled and 
tossed, worrying and wishing—wishing I 
didn’t have to send my husband away— 
each of us going to our lonesome bed. 

Then, when he showed up the next night 
so jolly and shushing me up when I men- 
tioned the jam he seemed to be in, I was 
walking on air I was so happy. 

Oh, it was a glorious evening. 
more relaxed, had never enjoyed him so 
much and the time flew by. I raised up 
guiltily, “Golly, it’s been nearly two hours 
since I looked in on Aunt Martha,” I said 
worriedly. 

“You stay right here, darling,” Dean 
said, pushing me back, “I’ll run up and 
take a peek.” I dropped back contentedly. 
It was so good having someone run those 
Stairs for me, I thought lazily. And he re- 
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T WAS after midnight when we kissed a 

lingering goodnight at the door. I turned 
out the lights, tried all the doors and went 
to check on Aunt Martha. When I opened 
the door a blast of cold air hit me! I felt 
frozen to the floor! Dazed, I glanced 
around. Both windows were wide open! 
Aunt Martha’s bed was right in the cross 
draft. I dashed over and slammed them 
shut, bent over my aunt. She was breath- 
ing hard and sort of irregularly. 

My brain was so numb I couldn’t think 
straight. Thoughts rolled crazily in my 
head—what on earth? Dean... sure he 
So |. ee 

I snapped on the brighter light. Aunt 
Martha’s eyes were glassy. I turned up the 
thermostat and raced down, called Doctor 
Lane. Helplessly, I stood there wringing 
my hands, wild fear and hate whirling in- 
side me. Yes, hate! I had to face it. Dean 
had raised those windows. But why? Was 
he insane? Did he want her to die? What 
good would it do him? It hit me then— 
I’d let him believe I was her heir; he 
needed money. 

The doctor took one look at Aunt Mar- 
tha and told me to call the hospital for an 
ambulance. “I don’t understand it.” he 
kept saying as we waited, “we had her cold 
whipped. Now her lungs are congested.” 
I was afraid to look at him, afraid he’d see 
my guilty shame. 

They let me ride in the ambulance and 
I held on to my Aunt’s hot hand every 


second, praying desperately that she 
wouldn’t die. If she does, I'll die, too, I 
thought sickly. But I was wrong. A per- 


son can’t die simply because she wants to. 

Toward morning, Doctor Lane came to 
me in the waiting room, told me to send a 
wire to my Dad. I knew then, and it was 
like the world had suddenly stopped re- 
volving, throwing me far out into space. 

“Might as well go home.” he said kindly. 
“You can’t do your Aunt any good here.” 

At home. I walked the floor all that day, 
trying to push down the hatred and bitter- 
ness in my heart so I could pray for God 
to let Aunt Martha live. If she did die, 
I thought, Dean would be her murderer. 
Shouldn’t I tell somebody? But wouldn’t 
I really be her murderer? Of course! In- 
directly perhaps, but I knew she wouldn’t 
be lying on her death-bed if it weren’t for 
me. It had been my job to check on Aunt 
Martha, not Dean’s. And right then I saw 
my true self—shallow, deceitful, so stu- 
pidly quick to trust a stranger, to believe 
he loved me. 

The loud yammer of the phone whirled 
me around. [ stared at it through the gath- 
ering shadows of dusk, the blood pounding 
in my ears. Finally, I picked up the re- 
ceiver. It was Doctor Lane—Aunt Martha 
was dead. 

An uncanny feeling crept through me, as 
if I was dead myself. My mind was crystal 
clear, though. I’d caused Aunt Martha to 
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die, but I didn’t do it alone! I walked 
stiff-legged to the kitchen, got the strong- 
est, sharpest knife I could find. A few min- 
utes later I was outside, hailing a cruising 
taxi. I gave the driver Dean’s address and 
he stopped in front of a large apartment- 
hotel building. 

The desk clerk gave me the number of 
the Stanhope apartment. My mind went 
whirling, whirling on. Why hadn’t I lis- 
tened to Aunt Martha? She’d tried to warn 
me about Dean. And Dean hadn’t wanted 
me to call him because I’d bother his 
mother, I recalled with a sneer. I cared no 
more for his mother right now than he’d 
cared for my aunt. 

I knocked at the door of Number 515. I 
could hear soft music, like a record player, 
coming from inside. The door cracked 
open a few inches and a young woman 
peeked out playfully. “Hi, darl . . .” Her 
lips parted in surprise. I stared stupidly 
at her beautiful face. “Well, hi, honey,” 
she said to me then with an embarrassed 
giggle. “Who did you want to see?” 

“Is this ... is Dean home?” I asked 
through dry lips. 

She threw the door wide. 
Dean should be here any minute. 
working for him? Got some loot?” 

I stopped just inside the door, looking 
around numbly. “Who—who are you?” I 
asked hoarsely. 

“!’'m Dean’s wife, dearie. But I haven’t 
been working at it lately.” She turned her 
head sideways, grinning like it was a cute 
joke. My fingers tightened around the 
handle of the knife in my coat pocket. 
“You see, I’ve been on the West Coast,” 
she went on. “Got back the tenth. Just 
can’t help lovin’ that guy,” she sang. 

I staggered backward, leaned against 
the wall. The horrible nightmare was go- 
ing on and on. The tenth she’d said. The 
day we were married! Married? I wasn’t 
Dean’s wife! 

“Who are you?” She was staring at me 
suspiciously now. “What do you want with 
Dean?” she asked. 

A key turned in the lock. I moved fast, 
stood back from the door, took a firmer 
hold on the knife. It was Dean! He stopped 
dead when he saw me, a trapped, icy look 
in his eyes. 

“You murderer,” I cried, lunging at him 
with the raised knife, but the girl sprang 
at me and knocked me hard against the 
wall. 

“Who is she, Dean?” she screamed, 
“What does she mean? You been cheatin’ 
on me again?” She was like a savage, so 
wild. “Who is she?” 

“Put the little tramp out!” Dean railed, 
starting toward me, his face ugly. 

Again, I brought the knife up but the 
girl jumped between us, grabbed my arm. 
‘Tm going to the police,” I said, crying, 
jerking away from her. 

“What’s between you two?” the girl 
shouted, her eyes flashing from Dean to me. 

“I wouldn’t go to the police,” Dean said 


“Come in. 
You 


scornfully, “it’s your word against mine. 
And get out of here!” With that, the girl 
gave me a fierce shove and I fell through 
the door, flat on my face in the hall. The 
door slammed behind me. 

I lay there pounding the floor with my 


fists, sobbing in fury. I was a miserable 
failure . came here to kill him, to re- 


venge my Aunt and let that female push 
me around like I was a spineless insect. I 
wasn’t fit to live! 

I could hear them 
shouting murderously at each other. My 
spirit crushed and beaten, I struggled to 
my feet, stumbled down the five flights— 
dying a death with every step. Outside, the 
clean, cool night breeze against my burn- 
ing face made me feel more soiled and 
dirty. 

I started walking. There was no use 
going to the police. Dean was right. I 
don’t know how long I walked or in what 
direction. I only knew I could never go 
back to Aunt Martha’s house—the lovely, 
peaceful house I’d turned into a house of 
sin and death and I could never face Dad 
and Mom! “Oh, please, God,” I murmured, 
“let me die!” 

Suddenly, I felt a hollowness under my 
feet. I'd left the sidewalk and was on a 
bridge. I went to the rail, stared dully at 
the restless water of the Chicago River far 
below me. The slanting rays of the moon 
high-lighted the gray water into an inviting, 
silvery rhythm. 

Looking back now, I don’t remember ac- 
tually thinking. There was only a dull 
awareness that down there was my solution. 
Dad, Mom and Johnny wouldn’t have to 
know the awful thing I had done. The steel 
rail was icy beneath my hands, just like 
my heart. A weird force seemed to swirl 
around me, like the wind, lifting me up and 
over. I hurtled through tearing, cutting 
space until the water rushed to meet me 
with a crashing roar... 


through the door, 





HE ROAR went on and on and the 

darkness was terrifying. My body felt 
like it was in a tight vise. My eyes flew 
open and I cried out in pain when I tried 
to move. Doctor Lane was bending over 
me. I was in the hospital! The whole hor- 
rible thing came back in a flooding wave. 
I'd failed again! God wanted me to live 
Did He want Mom and Dad 
on account of 


“He 


and suffer. 
and Johnny to suffer, too, 
me? “It’s not fair!” I sobbed out, 
should have let me die!” 

“Rita!” Dr. Lane said sternly, “listen 
to me!” The his face made me 
cringe in shame. 
blaming yourself for your aunt’s death... 


pity in 
“For some reason you're 
you’ve been mumbling crazy things.” 

I had to tell him! I couldn't have him 
pitying me, trying to tell me it wasn’t my 
fault. So I told him everything, talking 
fast, not trying to check the tears stream- 
ing down my face. I told him how I con- 
nived to get away from the farm, and about 
Johnny, I met Dean, were 


how how we 
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married secretly, deceiving Aunt Martha; 
how I found the windows open and knew 
Dean had done it, but didn’t know what 
to do about it—then about finding Dean’s 
wife in his apartment and how Dean had 
said it was my word against his. 

The doctor’s face was shocked when I 
finished, but he didn’t say a word. He 
went over to the coat-rack and got a folded 
newspaper from his coat-pocket. “I think 
you should know about this. Rita.” he said, 
holding the paper up for me to see. 

Dean and his wife’s faces stared back at 
me under the words. Murder And Suicide, 
then beneath that, Wife Kills Husband— 
Turns Gun On Herself. Further on, it said 
Dean had been on police list for question- 
ing about a South Side robbery ring. 

I covered my face with my hands, re- 
membering how desperately I had wanted 
to kill them both. Now they were dead be- 
cause of me. Two more deaths I had to 
account for. But God wouldn’t let me die. 
He wanted me to live on, remembering and 
paying. 

“I’ve met your parents, Rita,” Doctor 
Lane was saying, “and your Johnny.” I 
turned my head away, wincing at the dull, 
sore ache in my heart. “They love you very 
much,” he went on, “Johnny’s out now, 
looking up the man who pulled you out of 
the water. He wants to thank him person- 
ally.” That was like Johnny, I thought, 
wondering if the day would ever come when 
Id want to thank that man. 

“Now. about your Aunt Martha.” the 
doctor said sadly. “Your aunt was a very 
sick woman. I tried to get her to move to a 
warmer climate last year. feeling sure she 
couldn’t live through another winter here. 
Stanhope hastened her death by a few 
weeks, or months, maybe. that’s all. I don’t 
mean that lessens his crime but I’m telling 
you, hoping it might make it a little easier 
because I know you wouldn’t have done 
anything to hurt your aunt for the world.” 

I was so grateful for his kindness I 
couldn’t speak. But it didn’t help because 
I knew that a person’s last days are the 
most precious. And I wondered suddenly 
if it wouldn’t only add bitterness to my 
father’s grief if I told him about Dean rais- 
ing the windows in Aunt Martha’s room. 

“It would only cause him more sorrow,” 
Doctor Lane said when I asked his advice. 
So it was to be my own ugly secret to live 
with the rest of my life. 

But the time Johnny, Mom and Dad 
came to see me that day I had gotten hold 
of myself a little bit but their sympathy 
for me was like an ice pick stabbing my 
deceitful heart. Nothing was said about 
how I came to be in the hospital, but Mom 
told me I’d been there four days, fighting 
through a slight concussion besides a 
strained back and some broken ribs. John- 
ny just held my hand, his eyes adoring. I 
guess there’s nothing worse than hating 
one’s self because there’s such a desperate 
feeling of hopeless defeat with it. It’s like 
a cancer spreading through the body. 


” 


Johnny had brought my parents all the 7 
way to the city in his old jalopy. And] 
went home with them—back to the farm— 
sitting bundled up with pillows on the front 
seat beside Johnny, my love for these three 
dear people like a warm blanket wrapping 
me in with my guilt. How could I have 
thought that a way of life mattered more 
than having the respect and love of my 
family and an honest, good man like John. 
ny Freeman? How could I? 


T WAS several weeks before I could 

bring myself to tell Johnny that I had 
lived as a married woman—with a crimi- 
nal, a murderer—and that I was a mur. 
derer.too ... 

He held me in his arms, his face hard 
against my cheek. “The way I see it, Rita, 
I let you down,” he said. When I started 
to protest. he put his lips on mine, hushing 
me, and it was like the warming flame of a 
candle starting in me. “I knew you hated 
the farm but I put it down as a silly notion, 
you'd get over. I never tried to understand, 
I only knew that I loved the farm and 
wouldn’t live anywhere else. See what I 
mean?” 

“Yes,” I said shakily. blinking back the 
tears. “I understand what you’re trying to 

And will you believe that I never want 
to see the city again? Will you. Johnny?” 

He pressed his lips against my hair. “I 
believe you, darling. And you’ve got to be- 
lieve that I love you more than ever.” I 
didn’t say a word. just kissed him good 
and hard, my heart nearly bursting with 
thankfulness for the relief I felt from shar- 
ing my secret with Johnny. and for his un- 
derstanding, his forgiveness; a kind of re- 
lief I hadn’t dared hope for. 

Johnny and I are married now, living 
in the cute little house he built for us. 
Thanks to Aunt Martha’s teachings, I’ve 
made curtains, table cloths and _ braided 
rugs for it until it looks like a doll’s house. 

And I’ve appointed myself the sole keep- 
er of the pigs! And I work hard at it, too. 
I read in one of Johnny’s magazines that 
contrary to general belief. pigs are the 
cleanest of farm animals. It’s not the pigs’ 
fault their living quarters aren’t given the 
same care as other farm animals, it said. 
There’s a difference around our house now, 
you can bet! 

As soon as my work in the house is done, 
I’m out there scrubbing and cleaning. But 
Johnny says I’ve got to stop it because our 
baby’s on the way and I should take it easy. 

I guess he doesn’t realize that when a 
person’s mind isn’t easy she can’t take it 
easy. There’s hardly a minute when I’m 
not conscious of the ugly memories burned — 
into my heart because I was so stupidly ~ 
ignorant of the things that are really im- 
portant. And each day, now, I thank God 
for letting me live to know the deep joy of 


making the lives of those I love happier. 
THE END 
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